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DEDICATION. 



My dear Mr. Walrond, 

Allow me to dedicate the following little 
work to you, that I may have the gratification of exprefiing 
my admiration of the judgment, energy, and perfever- 
ance with which you have laboured in the great and noble 
caufe we both have at heart — ^the fpiritual welfare of the 
Britifli feaman, fo long unhappily negledled Nearly twenty 
of our flags (the angel with the open Bible), waving in as 
many ports or roadfleads, joyfully proclaim that it is negledled 
no longer. Should thrice that number be hoifted ere long, 
as I pray God there may be in various parts of the world, I 
feel assured that you will be more gratified than you would 
be by attaining any reward which the whole earth could 
give you. That you may live to fee abundant fruit from your 
labours, is the eameft wifli of 

Yours mofl truly, 

William H. G. Kingston. 

To the 
Rev, Theodore A. Walrond, 

Secretary, Miffions to Seamen, 





"OOK at yon smooth-faced • blue-eyed 
lad ; his fair locks escaping from be- 
Ttcath his broad-brimmed hat stuck to 
tlie back of his head; his blue shirt 
collar, let in with white, turned over 
his neckhandkerohief, which is tied with long 
streaming ends ; his loose jacket, his wide trousers. 
You know the sailor lad at a glance. He is a weU 
cared for apprentice under a kind captain. He 
wins your regard by his artless frank mannerS) 
and you think all sailor boys are like him. Then 
see that fine specimen of a man rolling along, with 
his huge beard and whiskers, his love locks, his 
dark flashing eyes, his well bronzied countenance) 
his bare throat, his dress, similar to that of the lad, 
but of good quality and cut to a nicety. He looks 
the hero of the sea, and so he is, and so he feels 
himself. 

What will he not dare and do ? He will board 
a foeman's ship by his captain's side, however few 
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with, him or many against him ; storm a battery 
sending forth showers of deadly shot ; leap over- 
board to rescue a shipmate from a watery grave ; 
will lifb in his arms a charged shell with the fdzee 
yet burning, or will carry on his shoulders a 
wounded comrade from beneath the very guns of 
the foe. Hq loves to fight on shore as well as at 
sea. He will suffer cold, and hunger, and thirst, 
and face death in a thousand forms without com-^ 
plaint if his officers set him the example. He is 
the true man-of-war's-man, proud of his calling 
and despising all others. 

Now watch yonder nicely dressed old gentleman, 
with his three cornered hat, white neckcloth, long 
blue coat with gold lace cuffs. He is a Greenwich 
pensioner. He has done his duty to his country 
and done it well, with all his heart; and now his 
pountry, whom he served in his strength and man- 
hood, cares for him as she should in his old age. 

From these pleasing pictures people are apt to 
form their notions of sailors and of a sea life, bui> 
there exists another numerous class of whom I 
have a very different sketch to present. 

They are as a class, however, gallant fellows. 
They also will dare and do all that men can accom- 
plish. Many are kind hearted, generous, brave; 
but others are too often brutal, fierce, vicious, 
drunkards, blasphemers, thinking only of present 



gratifications, and utterly regardless of the future 
or of the world to come. 

If such characteristics be theirs, I have a very 
solemn question to ask. Why are they so ? Who 
has allowed them to become so P What steps have 
been taken to improve themp The newspapers 
often give us one reason why they are brutal. Sent 
ignorant to sea, ignorant they grow up, no one 
taking thought for the wellbeing of their souls or 
bodies; placed often under ignorant brutal masters, 
whose only idea is how to get the most work out of 
them, whose only argument is a handspike or rope's 
end; ill-fed, ^-treated, ill-clothed, ill-lodged (oh 
what foul, wet, dark holes have thousands of gal- 
lant sailors to live in on board ship) ; ill looked 
after in sickness ; when they return to port, handed 
over to the tender mercies of crimps and foul har- 
pies of every description, the lives of our merchant 
seamen are short and hard indeed. 
. Remember that these are the men who supply 
ns with aU the luxuries we enjoy, who have charge 
of the merchandise which has, made England great, 
glorious, and powerful. Who then, I ask, has an 
excuse for revising to support any measure which 
will benefit them, their souls and their bodies? 
Can any one deny that our seamen have a claim 
on the sympathies and aid of every member of the 
community, whether living in an inland town, in 
the sequestered village, or on the wild sea side p 



oil cotild yon bat behold the meTcbant seaman 
on boal)*d bis sbip, tbe coaster, the trader to neigb- 
bonring lands, aye on board some fine looking 
craft also bonnd to distant ports; conld yon see 
him as be is, day after day toiling on in bis tarry, 
dirty clothes, nnsbaven, nnwashed, with mde com- 
panions, obscene in language and habits, in their 
fonl den of a berth ; conld you hear the expression 
applied to him by his superiors, his groans of pain,' 
his muttered curses as kicks and blows and cuffs 
follow after the oaths showered on him ; could you 
see him in port consorting with the vilest of the 
vile, living in filth and iniquity till his hard-earned 
gains being spent, his senses steeped in dnnk, he is 
put on board another ship, often not knowing where 
he is going till far out at sea. Could you see and 
hear, I say, one tenth part of the horrors which 
take place, unnoticed by man, on the wide ocean, 
you, my readers, would weep and exclaim, unless 
your hearts are harder than adamant, " We must, 
we must do something for that poor fellow's soul 
and mortal frame." 

Before, therefore, I begin the life of Jack Bunt- 
line, I must tell you how that something may be 
done. There exists in London a society called 
The Missions to Seamen, which I was the humble 
means of establishing there some five years ago. 
It had before existed at Bristol. It is warmly 
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supported by nTunerons admirals, and other naval 
officers and men of influence. The office ia at 11, 
Buckingham Street, Strand, and the Secretary is 
the Rev. T. A. Walrond, an excellent clergyman, 
who has devoted himself with the utmost zeal and 
energy to the interests of sailors. The object of 
the Society is to supply clergymen and lay mis« 
sionaries for seamen : but they do not wait till the 
sailors come to them, they seek them out on board 
their ships, not only in harbours and rivers, but 
even in open roadsteads, such as the Downs, the 
Solent, and Portland Bay, wherever, indeed, any 
number of vessels are brought up together. The 
Society possesses several smUl vessels, on board 
which seamen are collected and services are held, 
as also boats for carrying the missionaries on board 
the ships. They have a flag, the design of which 
is an angel carrying the open gospel in her hand, 
on a blue ground. 

The work of the chaplains and missionaries is, 
as I have said, especially to seek out seamen on 
board their ships, without waiting for them to come 
to hear them. They visit them in their berths, 
however close or foul they may be, read and ex- 
plain the Bible to them, pray with them, collect 
them for public worship, and preach to them.; offer 
them Bibles, leave tracts with them, and speak to 
them as friends whose only desire is for their soul's 
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-welfare. Under Grod's guidance a very large amount 
of good has, I believe, by these means been done, 
not only among British, but foreign seamen who 
visit our ports. Five years ago I was induced to 
commence the work by the Rev. T. 0. Childs, who 
had succeeded the ^Eev. Dr. Ashley, as sole chap- 
lain of the Bristol Channel Mission, the only one 
then existing. We have now eleven chaplains, 
twelve lay missionaries, and an income which al- 
ready exceeds £6,000 per annum. God has evi- 
dently particularly blessed ourj^ork. Still we have 
calls from all directions for more Chaplains and 
Scripture Readers, and all who read this littie book 
will, I trust, give their aid to the work by such 
contributions as they can collect, taking care that 
they send them to the Society for which I plead. 

I should add, that I wrote the following story to 
read to the pupils of the Rev. J. Thomson, of 
Blackheath, and also to those of my friend the 
Rev. T. Langhome, of Loretta House, Mussel- 
burgh, near Edinburgh. Mr. Thomson's boys col- 
lected upwards of £10 soon afterwards for the 
Missions to Seamen. Great will be my satisfaction 
if all my readers follow their excellent example, 
and collect similar sums for the same important 
object. 



William H. G. Kingston. 



Middle Ilill, Wimbome, 
Dorset. 



JACK BUNTLINE. 




CHAPTER I. 

HE failor-boy, as he is de- 
fcribed in romances or when 
he is made to act the part of 
a hero on the flage, has run 
away from fchool or. from his parents, 
and entered under a feigned name on 
board a man-of-war; there, inftead of 
being puniftied for his mifconduft, he is 
placed on the quarter deck, and turns 
out in the end to be the heir to an 
earldom or to a baronetcy. 

Such was not the origin of poor Jack 
Buntline. He was the only fon of his 
mother, and while he was yet an infant 
fhe was left a widow. His father had 
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been a failor, a true hearted gallant man. 
He found Beffie Miller, then neither 
young nor good looking, in diftrefs and 
poverty. He married her, faying that 
(he (hould no longer want to the end of 
her days. How was he miftaken ! He 
went away to fea. In vain his anxious 
wife waited his return. He never came 
back. It was fuppofed that his veffel was 
run down, and that he and all hands 
perifhed. His poor widow ftruggled 
hard to fupport herfelf and child: for 
fome years fhe fucceeded. She endea- 
voured alfo to impart to him what know- 
ledge fhe poffeffed. It was but little. 
But lefTons of piety (he inftilled into his 
mind at an early age. The following, 
among many other quotations from Holy 
Writ, (he taught him : " God is love." 
" Behold the Lamb of God which taketh 
away the (ins of the world." " In God 
put I my truft, I (hall never be brought 
to confiifion." Deep into the inmoft re- 
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ceffes of his memory funk thofe bleffed 
words, and though long difregarded, 
there they remained to bring forth fruit 
in due feafon. 

At length a mortal ficknefs attacked 
the poor widow, and Jack was left an 
orphan, houfdefs and hungry, to ftruggle 
with the hard world. The furniture and 
clothes his mother poffeffed were feized 
for rent, and he was carried off to be- 
come an inmate of the workhoufe. He 
knew not where he was going, but he 
thought the people very harfli and un- 
kind. He was let out the next day to 
follow a coffin to a pauper's grave. They 
told him his mother flept beneath that 
low green mound. When far, far away 
over the blue ocean, often would his 
memory fly back to that one folitary 
fpot, to him the oafis in life's wildernefs. 
No relation, no friend had he. A pau- 
per he lived for many a day, picking 
oakum and wifhing to be free. That 
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workhoufe had a mafter, a ftem, hard 
man. 

An old companion, captain of an 
African trader, came to fee him. As 
they fipped their brandy and water — 
" I want a boy or two aboard there," faid 
Captain GuUbeak, "one o' mine fell over- 
board laft week and was drownded." 

" You may have as many on 'em as 
you like, perwided you takes care they 
none on 'em come back again on the 
parifh. The guardians don't approve of 
that ere joke." 

" Not much fear of that, I guefs," re- 
plied the captain with a grin ; " they has 
a knack of dying uncommon faft out 
there in Africa. It's only old hands like 
me can ftand it do ye fee." 

So it was fettled that little Jack was 
to be a failor. Jack was alked if he 
would like to go to fea. Would a fky- 
lark in a cage like to be free ? He knew 
alfo that his father was loft at fea, and 
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he thought he might find him ; fo he faid 
" Yes/' The guardians were informed 
of the lad's ftrong defire to go to fea.. 
His refolution was highly approved of, 
and leave was granted him to go. So 
under the tender care of Captain Gull- 
beak, of the Tiger brig, poor Jack com- 
menced his career as a feaman — in mind 
ftill a child, in ftature a big lad. The 
only thing he regretted was being fepa- 
rated fo far from his mother's grave.. 
Away over the ocean glided the African 
trader. Hard had been Jack's life in 
the workhoufe — much harder was it 
now. Every man's hand feemed againft 
him. A cuff or a rope's end was his only 
reward for every fervice done his many 
mafters. 

Occafionally in the workhoufe he did 
hear prayers faid and a difcourfe uttered, 
fomewhat hard to underftand, perhaps.. 
Now, blafpheming, fcoffing, and ob- 
fcenity were in every fentence fpoken 
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by those around him. What words can 
defcribe the dark foul hole into which 
Jack had to creep at night to find reft 
from his grief in fleep. It was in the 
very head of the veffel. The ceafelefs 
murmur of the waves was ever in his 
ears, and as the brig plunged into the 
feas the loud blows fhe received on her 
bows made his heart fink within him, 
and it was long before he could perfuade 
himfelf that his laft hour was not near at 
hand. 

On, on flew the brig. Hitherto the 
weather had been fine. Jack had fome- 
times gone aloft, but as yet he was but 
little accuftomed to the rolling and pitch- 
ing of a fhip at fea. One night he was 
afleep dreaming of the humble cottage 
by the greenwood fide. He was kneel- 
ing, as he was wont, by his mother's 
knee, uttering a fimple prayer to heaven 
for proteftion from peril. Now, alas, he 
has forgotten when awake how.to pray. 
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Loud harfh voices found in his ear. 
" All hands (horten fail." He ftarts up. 
" Roufe out there, roufe out," he hears. 
He dare not evade the fummons. He 
fprings on deck. The wind howls fiercely, 
the waves leap wildly around, and fheets 
of fpray fly over the deck. Lightning 
flafhes, dark clouds obfcure every fpot, 
the thunder growls, fcarcely can he lift 
his head to face the ftorm. But he muft 
go aloft and lay out on the topgallant 
yard, high up in the darknefs, where the 
mails are bending like willow wands. So 
rapidly, too, are they turning here and 
there, that it feems impoflible any human 
being can hold on to them. A rope's 
end urges him on. Up he climbs, the 
lightning almoft blinding him, yet ferving 
to fhow the wild hungry waves which 
break ever and anon over the labouring 
veffel. He reaches the topgallant yard. 
There he clings, fwinging aloft, the rain 
beating in his face, the wind ftriving 
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fiercely to tear him off — darknefs around 
him, darknefs below him. Not a glimpfe 
can he obtain of the deck. It appears 
as if the (hip had already funk beneath 
thofe foaming waves. How defolate, 
how helplefs he feels ! How can he ex- 
pect to hold on to that unftable fliaking 
maft. Now rolling on one fide, now.on the 
other, he hangs over the dark threatening 
abyfs. What can he do to conquer that 
ftruggling fail ? But there is one who 
fends help to the helplefs, who turns not 
away from the poor in their diftrefs. Jack 
tiiere hears the firft words of kindnefs- 
addreffed to him fince he came on boards 
and a helping hand is- ftretched out to 
aid him. The voice is that of a negro. 
"No fay I wid you," adds Sambo, "or 
I no help you again." The fail is furled,, 
and Jack defcends fafe on deck, his 
heart lighter with the feeling that there 
is near at hand a human being who can 
sympathife with his lot. 
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CHAPTER II. 



HE ftorm increafed, but the 
brig, brought under fnug 
canvas, rides buoyantly over 
feas. " Hillo, youngfter, you 
are afraid of drowning are you ?" cried 
old Joe Growler, as he faw Jack's eye 
watching the heavy feas, which came 
rolling up as if they would engulf the 
veffel. " This is nothing to what you 
may have to look out for, let me tell you." 
Jack thought the fea rough enough as it 
was, but he made no reply, for old Joe 
feldom paffed him without giving him 
the tafte of his toe or of a rope's end. 
The other failors laughed and jeered at 
Jack.- He was not, however, afraid of 
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the heavy feas. He foon got accuftomed 
to the look of them. He had a feeling 
alfo that God, who had put it into the 
heart of the negro to help him on the 
topgallant yard, would not defert him. 
The other men often reminded him of 
that awful name, but, alas, they used it 
only to blafpheme and curfe. 

During the day the weather ap- 
peared finer, though the brig ftill lay 
hove to ; but at night the wind blew 
fiercer and fiercer, the fea broke more 
wildly than ever. Towards morning a 
loud report was heard, as if a gun had 
been fired on board : the fore-top-fail had 
been blown from the bolt ropes. Before 
another iail could be fet a terrific fea 
ftruck the fhip, wafhing fore and aft 
" Hold on, hold on for your lives,'^ fung 
out the matter. Jack grafped the main 
rigging, fo did Sambo and others ; but 
two men were forced from their hold 
by the water and carried overboard. A 
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flafh of lightning revealed their coun- 
tenances full of horror and defpair. A 
(hriek — ^their death wail — reached his 
ears. Jack never forgot thofe pale 
terror-ftruck faces. 

When morning broke, the crew no 
longer feemed inclined to jeer and 
laugh at Jack. The fhip was labouring 
heavily. About noon, the carpenter, 
who had been below, appeared on deck 
with a countenance which fhowed that 
fomething was the matter. "What's 
wrong now ?" afked the captain. " Why, 
the (hip's sprung a leak, and if we don't 
look out we fhall all go to the bottom," 
anfwered the carpenter gruffly. He and 
the captain were on bad terms. "All 
hands man the pumps," fung out the 
captain. The men looked sulkily at 
each other, as if doubting whether or 
not they would obey the order. " Let's 
get fome grog aboard; and no matter, 
then, whether we fmk or fwim," faid one. 
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"Aye, hoift up a fpirit cafk, and have 
one jolly boofe before we die," chimed in 
another. It was evident tiiat they 
would if they could break into the 
fpirit room, and fteeping their fenfes in. 
liquor, die like brute beafts. Sambo and 
Jack, however, rufhed to the pumps to 
help the mates rig them. When the cap- 
tain faw the hefitation of the reft of the 
crew, uttering a dreadful oath, he entered 
his cabin, and immediately returned on 
deck with a piftol in each hand. *' Mu- 
tiny — ^mutiny!" he exclaimed. "You 
know me, my lads — juft underftand FU 
fhoot the firft man who difobeys me." 
Strange, that the men who an inftant 
before would not have hefitated to rufti 
into the prefence of their Maker, were 
now afraid of the captain and his piftols. 
Without another word they went to the 
pumps. The labour was inceffant, but 
they were able to prevent the water 
from increafing. All day, and through 
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the next night, they pumped on. In the 
morning the ftorm began to break ; and 
foon, the wind fhifting, the brig was put 
on her proper courfe. Still the water 
poured in through the leak ; but as the 
fea went down, half the crew were 
enabled to keep it under. It was hard 
work though, watch and watch at the 
pumps. The captain and his mates 
walked the deck with their piftols in 
their belts, ready to (hoot any man who 
might refufe to labour. Jack and 
Sambo were the only ones who pumped 
away with a will. Several days paffed 
thus. At length the water grew of a 
yellowifh tinge, and a long line of dark- 
leaved trees appeared, as if growing out 
of the fea. Jack was told that they 
were mangrove bulhes, and that they 
were on the coaft of Africa. A canoe 
came off from the fhore full of black 
men. One of them, dreffed in a cocked 
hat and blue fhirt, with a pair of top 
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boots on his legs, but no other clothing, 
Hepped on board. He told the captain 
that he was fon to the king of the 
country ; and having begged hard for a 
quid of tobacco and a tumbler of rum, 
offered to pilot the brig up the river. 
The brig's head was turned in fhore, 
and paffing through feveral heavy rollers 
which came tumbling in, threatening to 
fweep her decks, ftie was quickly in 
fmooth water, and gliding up with the 
fea breeze between two lines of man- 
grove bufhes. The men required to 
Ihorten fail, had flackened at their 
labours at the pumps. This negle6l 
allowed the water to gain on them ; fo 
the captain, inftead of ordering the 
anchor to be let go, when some way up 
the river, ran the brig on Ihore. He 
did this to fave her from fmking, which 
in another ten minutes ftie would have 
done. It was now high tide; and the 
captain hoped when the water fell to 
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get at the leak and repair damages. He 
was come to trade in palm oil, ivory, and 
gold dull, befides gums and fpices, and 
any other articles which might fell well 
at home. He had brought Manchefter 
goods — cottons, and cloths, and ribbons; 
and alfo other merchandife from Birm- 
ingham, fuch as carpenters' tools, and 
knives arid daggers, and fwords and 
piftols and guns, to give in exchange for 
the productions of the country. 

The king's fon remained on board, 
and afted as interpreter. Numbers of 
natives Qame down to the banks of the 
river, and a brifk trade commenced. 
No veffel had been there for fome time, 
and the captain congratulated himfelf on 
quickly coUefting a cargo. The men, 
meantime, had to work in the mud 
under the ftiip's bottom to ftop the leak ; 
and the hot fun came down on their 
heads, and at night the damp mills rofe 
around them, and foon the dreadful 
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coaft fever made its appearance. One 
by one they fickened and died. Jack's 
heart fank within him when he heard 
their ravings as the fever was at its 
height. They died without confolation, 
without hope, knowing God only as a 
God of vengeance, whofe laws they had 
syftematically outraged. The mates 
died, and the carpenter and^ the boat- 
fwain, till two men only of the crew 
befides the captain and Jack's friend, 
Sambo, remained alive. The captain 
thought that he had difcovered the 
means of warding off difeafe, and always 
talked of getting the brig afloat, and 
returning home with a full cargo. He 
feemed to have no forrow for the death 
of his fhipmates, and curfed and fwore 
as much as ever. At lafl: Jack felt very 
ill, and one morning when he tried to 
get up he could not. Sambo came and 
looked at him, and telling him not to 
fear, returned on deck and fent off for 
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a cocoa-nut-bottle full of fome cooling 
liquid. When it came, no mother could 
have adminiftered the beverage with 
greater gentlenefs than did Sambo. 
Though it cooled his thirft, ftill Jack 
thought he was going to die. The fever 
grew worfe and worfe, and for many 
days Jack knew nothing of what was 
taking place around him. 

While he had been well he had never 
faid his prayers; but now the recollec- 
tion of them came back to his mind, and 
he kept repeating them and the verfes 
he had learned from his mother over and 
over again. 



1 8 yack Buntline, or 



CHAPTER III. 




T iaft Jack completely reco* 
vefed his fenfes. The two 
men who had remained in the 
berth were no longer there. 
Sambo, who nurfed him tenderly as be- 
fore, was the only perfon h^ faw. He 
inquired what had become of the reft. 
" Captain and all gone. Fis' eat them,'' 
was the anfwer. Yes ; out of all that 
crew the negro and the boy were the 
only furvivors. The king's fon and his 
fubjedfcs had carried away all the cargo, 
and the rigging and ftores and the bare 
hull alone remained. 

Jack was ftill very weak, but his black 
friend carried him on deck whenever the 
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fea breeze blew up the river, and that 
refrefhed him. 

While he lay on his mattrefs, he be- 
thought him of repeating the verfes from 
the Bible and his prayers to Sambo. 
The black liftened, and foon took plea* 
fure in learning them alfo, Jack remem- 
bered something about the Bible, and 
how Jesus Chrift came on earth to fave 
fmners ; and Sambo replied it was very 
good of him, and that he was juft the 
mailer he fhould like to ferve. 

Thus many weeks and months paffed 
away till Jack was quite ftrong again, 
and he wifhed to go on ftiore and to fee 
what was beyond all thofe dark man- 
grove trees; but Sambo would not let 
him, telling him that there were bad 
people who lived there, and that he 
might come to harm. 

But a change in their lives was coming 
which they little expelled, As they were 
fitting on the deck one evening, a long 
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dark fchooner appeared gliding up the 
river like a fnake from among the trees. 
Sambo pulled Jack immediately under 
flielter of the bulwarks, and hurried him 
below. "The flaver — come to take black 
mans away — ^berry bad for we." The 
flaver, for fuch ftie was, dropped her 
anchor clofe to the brig. Jack and 
Sambo lay concealed in the hold, and 
hoped that they had not been feen. Oh 
that men would be as aftive in doing 
good as they are when engaged in evil 
purfuits. The flaver's crew, aided by 
numerous blacks from the fhore, forth* 
with began to take on board water and 
provifions, and in the mean time gangs 
of blacks, tied two and two by the wriflis, 
came down to the river's banks from 
various direftions. Sambo looked out 
every now and then, and faid that he 
hoped the fchooner would foon get her 
cargo on board and fail. " She foon go 
now," faid he one day, "all people in 
ftiip." 
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While, however, he was fpeaking, a 
boat touched the fide of the brig, and to 
their infinite difmay the footfteps of 
people were heard on deck. Still they 
hoped that they might efcape difcovery. 
" What dis fmoke from ?" exclaimed 
Sambo. " Dey put fire to de brig !" So 
it was. The fmoke was almofl flifling 
them. They had not a moment to lofe. 
Up the fore-hatchway they fprung, and 
as they did fo they found themfelves con- 
fronting three or four white men. 

" Ho, ho, who are you ?" faid one, who 
turned and fpoke a few words to his 
companions in Spanifli. 

Jack replied that they were Englifh 
failors belonging to the brig, and that 
they wiihed to return home. 

" That* s neither here nor there, my 
lads," was the unfatisfa6lory anfwer. 
You'll come with us, fo fay no more 
about the matter." 

Thereon Jack and Sambo were feized 



^5 yack Buntline, or 

and hurried on board the fchooner. Her 
hold was crowded with flaves. The 
anchor was apeak, and with the land 
breeze filling her fails, fhe ran over the 
bar and flood out to fea. " We are Ihort 
handed and you two will be ufeful," faid 
the white man who had fpoken to them, 
and who proved to be the mate ; " it's 
lucky for you, for we don't Hand on much 
ceremony with any we find troublefome/* 
Sambo had advifed Jack to fay nothing, 
but to work if he was bid, and the mate 
feemed fatisfied* 

What words can defcribe the horrors 
of a crowded flave fhip, even In thofe 
days before the blockade was eftablilhed. 
Men, women, and children all huddled 
together, fitting with their chins on their 
knees and without the power of moving. 
A portion only were allowed to come on 
deck at a time, and the crew attended to 
their duties with piftols in their belts and 
cutlaffes by their fides ready to fupprefs 
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an outbreak. Many fuch outbreaks Jack 
was told had occurred, when all the white 
men had been murdered* He was rather 
lefs harfhly treated than in the brig, but 
he had plenty of work to do and many 
mailers to make him do it. It was 
dreadful work — ^the cries and groans of 
the flaves — ^the ftench rifmg from below 
— ^the furly looks and fierce oaths of the 
ruffian crew, outcafts from many differ- 
ent nations, made Jack wifh himfelf fafe 
on fhore again. 

Thus, the flave fhip failed on acrofs 
the Atlantic, the officers and men exult- 
ing in the thought of the large profit 
they expefted to make by their haplefs 
cargo. 

But there Was an avenging arm al- 
ready raifed to flrike them. No enemy 
purfued them — the weather had hitherto 
been fine. Suddenly there came a change. 
Dark clouds gathered rapidly — thun- 
der roared — lightning flafhed* vividly* 
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It was night — ^Jack was flanding on 
deck near Sambo — ^*' Oh I what is dat ?'' 
exclaimed Sambo, as a large ball of fire 
ftruck the maintopmail head. Down it 
came with a cralh, riving the mail into a 
thoufand fragments. Wild, wild Ihrieks 
of horror and difmay arofe. Bright 
flames burft forth, fliewing the terror- 
ftruck countenances of the crew. Down 
— down fank the fhip, the fierce waves 
walhed over her decks. Jack thought 
his laft moment had come as the waters 
clofed over his head/while he was drawn 
in by the vortex of the foundering veffel ; 
but he ftruck out boldly, and once more 
rofe to the furface. He found himfelf 
among feveral fpars with a few fathom 
of thin rope attached to them. He con- 
trived to get hold of thefe fpars, and by 
lafhing them together to form a frail raft. 
This was the work of a minute. He 
liilened for the found of a human voice, 
yet he feared that he himfelf was the fole 
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furvivor of thofe who lately lived on 
board the flave fhip. Not a found did 
he hear, nothing could he fee. How foli- 
tary and fad did he feel thus floating in 
darknefs and alone on the wide ocean. 
Oh picture the young failor boy, tofling 
about on a few fpars in the middle of the 
Atlantic, hundreds of miles away from 
any land, thick gloom above him, thick 
gloom on every side. What hope could 
he have of ultimately efcaping ? Still he 
remembered that God, who had before 
been fo merciful to him, might yet pre- 
ferve his life. He had not been many 
minutes on his raft when he fhouted 
again, in the hopes that fome one might 
have efcaped to bear him company. 
With what breathlefs anxiety did he 
liften! A voice in return came faindy 
over the waters towards him from no 
great diftance. He was fure he knew it. 
" Is that you, Sambo ?" he exclaimed. — 
" Yes, Jack, me. Got hold of two oars. 
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Come to you/' anfwered Sambo, f6r it 
was the black who fpdke* After fome 
time Sambo fwam Up to him, and toge- 
ther they mad^ the raft more feciire. It 
was a great confolation to Jack to have 
his friend with him; yet foriom, indeed, 
was their condition. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



T length the night pafled away, 
and the fun rofe and flruck 
down on their unprotefted 
heads. They had no food and 
no water. Anxloufly they gazed around. 
Not a fail was in fight. Death — a mifer- 
able death — was the fate they had in 
profpect. Their condition has been that 
of many a poor feaman, and oh, if we 
did but think what confolation, what 
fupport, would a faving knowledge of 
religion prefent to men thus fituated, we 
fhould rejoice at finding any opportunity 
of affording it to them. The day wore 
on, Jack felt as if he could not endure 
another. He could hold very little 
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converfation with his companion. The 
night came. He had to fecure himfelf to 
the raft to fave himfelf from falling off, 
fo drowfy had he become. 

The fun was once more Ihining down 
on his head, when an exclamation from 
Sambo roufed him up. Not a quarter 
of a mile from them was a large fhip 
paffing by them. But, oh, what agony 
of fufpenfe was theirs, left no one on 
board ftiould fee them ! They fhouted 
— they waved their hands. Jack had a 
handkerchief round his upck, — he flew 
it eagerly above his head, — ^he almoft 
fainted with joy. The (hip's lighter fails 
were clewed up. She was brought to 
the wW> a boat was lowered and pulled 
towards them. They were faved. The 
ftiip was an outward bound Indiaman. 
Humane people tended the poor fuf- 
ferers. A little liquid was poured down 
their throats: a little food was given 
them : they were put into clean ham- 
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mocks. For many a day Jack had not 
enjoyed fo much luxury. He had hi- 
therto been accuftomed only to kicks 
and blows. He thought Sambo the only 
good man alive. Kindnefs won his 
heart, and he learned to love others of 
his race. 

The voyage was profperous. India 
was reached in fafety. With a frelh 
cargo the (hip then failed for China. 
What wonders Jack faw in that ftrange 
land I cannot flop to defcribe. Laden 
with tea the good fhip, the Belvoir Cajlle, 
returned to England, and Jack's firfl and 
eventful voyage was ended. 
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CHAPTER V. 



jack's second voyage, 

ACK had behaved fo well 
when on board the India^ 
man, that Captain Hudfon, 
her commander, kept him on 
to affift in looking after the fhip while fhe 
was refitting for fea, and once more he 
failed in hen Nearly all the crew had 
been Ihipped when Sambo made his ap- 
pearance and got a berth on board. Away- 
rolled the old Belvoir Cajlle laden with a 
rich cargo, and full of paffengers hoping to 
gain fortune and fame in the diftant land 
of the Eaft. None of them, however, 
took notice of the young failor lad, nor 
did it ever occur to Jack that fuch grand 
people would think of fpeaking to fuch 
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as he. How vaft was the gap between 
them ! 

It was war time. One morning a 
ftrange fail was feen bearing down on 
them, but whether friend or foe no one 
could tell. To efcape by flight was im- 
poffible, fo the fhip was prepared for 
aftion. Jack, like the reft, ftripped him- 
felf to the waift, and went to his gun 
with alacrity. The old hands faid they 
/hould have a tough job to beat off the 
enemy, but they would do their beft. 
An enemy's frigate the ftranger proved 
to be, but fo well were the old Indiaman's 
guns fought, that fhe beat off the frigate 
with the lofs of her foremaft. It was an 
achievement of which all on board might 
juftly have been prpud, though feveral 
similar afts of gallantry were performed 
during the war. Jack's coolnefs had 
been remarked, and he was called aft' 
and thanked by Captain Hudfon on the 
quarter deck for the way in which he 
had ftood to his gun. 
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CHAPTER VI. 




NDIA was reached at laft, the 
nabobs and the Griffins and 
the young ladies were fafely 
landed, and the fhip, as before, 
proceeded to China. There (he took in 
a cargo of tea, and the time of year being 
fuitable the captain refolved to return 
home by Cape Horn. The Pacific was 
true to its charafter, and the Indiaman 
had a fmooth run acrofs it. Cape Horn 
was almoft doubled. It was a fine night 
The pafTengers tripped it gaily on the 
quarter deck to the found of mufic, the 
crew amufed themfelves by finging for- 
ward. No one thought of danger. The 
moon's bright beams played on the fur- 
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face of the dark myfterious deep. So 
paffed the evening away. The paffen- 
gers retired to reft ; the firft watch was 
fet ; filence reigned over the (hip. Before 
the watch was out dark clouds coIle6led 
in the horizon and came rolling up over- 
head. Every inftant they grew thicker 
and thicker, the wind whiftled louder 
and louder, the fea rofe higher and 
higher. A heavy gale was blowing; 
fuch a fea Jack had never before wit- 
neifed. Suddenly a cry arofe from be- 
low, a cry the dread import of which a 
failor too well knows — ** Fire ! Fire ! 
Fire I" The crew in a moment fprung 
on deck. The paifengers, pale with ter- 
ror, rufhed from their cabins. 

Jack liftened for the orders of one on 
whom he knew all muft depend — ^their 
venerable captain. Quick as lightning 
all flew to obey them. The courfes were 
brailed up, the (hip's head was brought 
to the wind, All hands were ftationed to 

D 
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pafs buckets along the decks, to deluge 
the hold with water, but a fiercer element 
was at work. Upward darted the bright 
flames, grappling favagely with every- 
thing they encountered. On — on they 
fought their way, vanquilhing the utmoft 
efforts of the crew. Thofe who had 
never before felt fear now trembled at 
the rapid progrefs of the devouring ele- 
ment. Already had the flames gained 
the foremaft and were mounting the rig- 
ging. Their bright glare fell on the 
terror-ftricken countenances of the paf- 
fengers and the figures of fome of the 
crew labouring to lower the boats into 
the water. Others were endeavouring 
haftily to conftrud: a raft by which, per- 
chance, fome few more of thofe on board 
might have their lives prolonged. Pro- 
vifions, water, blankets, compaffes, and 
other articles were coUefted in haile, and 
thrown into the boats, as they were got 
into the water and dropped under the 
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counter. Then the order was given to 
lower the women and children into them. 
Rapidly were the flames making their 
way aft. Still the generous feamen 
obeyed the call of duty, and endea- 
voured to fee the moft helplefs refcued 
from immediate definition before they 
attempted to feek their own fafety. The 
frail raft was launched : one by one the 
people defcended on it: ftill many re- 
mained on board. 

There was a loud explofion ! Frag- 
ments of the wreck flew high into the 
air. Bright hungry flames enveloped 
the whole fhip. Jack felt his arm feized, 
and in another moment he was ftruggling 
in the waves fupported by Sambo, who 
then ftruck out for the neareft boat, the 
fliip's launch. • They were taken on board. 
Sad and folemn was the fight as Jack 
watched the burning (hip, cafting its 
ruddy glare on the toffing foam-crefted 
waves, the tofling boats and help- 
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lefs raft. The launch, already crowded, 
could take no more people in, and the 
fecond officer, who had charge of her, 
judged it neceffary to keep her before 
the wind. So hoifting fail they foon left 
their companions in misfortune and the 
burning wreck far aftern. Yet how mifer- 
able was the condition of the people in 
that ftorm-toffed boat. Great alfo were 
their fears as to the fate of thofe from 
whom they had juft parted. What hope 
alfo could they have for themfelves ? No 
fail in fight, land far far away, with fmall 
fupply of provifions or water. The mate, 
Mr. Collins, was a man of decifion and 
judgment The fcanty (lore was huf- 
banded to the utmoft, grumblers were 
filenced, difcipline was maintained. 

Still the fufferings of all were great 
Expofed to the fun by day, to the cold 
at night, wet to the fkin, with but little 
food, one after the other they died. 

A fortnight paffed away. Still no (hip 
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appeared in fight, no land was made. 
Scarcely could any of thofe in the boat 
have been recognized by their deareft 
friends, fo fad was the change wrought by 
thofe days of fuffering. The wind now 
fhifting, the mate determined to fleer for 
the Falkland Iflands, the neareft land he 
could expeft to make. There, at all 
events, they could obtain water and frefh 
meat. Still it was a hundred leagues or 
more away : could any hope to live to 
reach that refting place for their feet ? 
Alas, their hollow voices, their haggard 
countenances as in defpair they looked 
into each other's faces, told them that 
such hope was vain. Jack and Sambo 
fat fide by fide, others talked of home 
and friends, and entreated thofe who 
might furvive to bear their laft meffages 
to thofe friends in their far, far-off homes; 
but Jack and the black had no homes, 
no friends to mourn their lofs. Much 
anguifh were they faved. It might have 
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been the reafon that they retained their 
ftrength while others funk under their 
trials. Jack remembered alfo how he 
and Sambo had before been preferved, 
and did not defpair. 

Day after day paffed away, the boat 
failed on, her track marked by the bodies 
of thofe committed to their uncoffined 
graves. Strong men, as well as women 
and children, young as well as old, fank 
and died. At length fix only remained, 
the mate, and Jack, and Sambo, and 
three others of the crew. They had no 
water — no food. The three men had 
drawn together and had been holding 
confultation forward. "It muft be done," 
muttered one, in a low ominous voice. 

" We are not all going to die," growled 
out another, looking towards the mate 
who was fleering ; " we've made up our 
minds, fir, to draw lots." 

" For what ?" exclaimed the mate 
with ftarding energy ; " for what, I afk, 
fellow?" 
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The man did not anfwer. There was 
fomething in the mate's tone which 
filenced him. 

" No more of that while I live," added 
Mr. Collins, drawing a piftol from his 
bofom and laying it befide him. For 
many hours after this not a word was 
fpoken. 
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CHAPTER VII. 




N failed the boat. The 
black was the only perfon 
who kept his eyes con- 
ftantly moving about him. 
He might have fufpefted treachery. 
Suddenly his whole manner feemed 
changed. He jumped to his feet clap- 
ping his hands. "A fail — a fail," he cried. 
Then he fat down and wept. All looked 
eagerly in the direftion towards which 
he pointed. A large barque was croffing 
their courfe, but how could they hope that 
a fmall boat could be feen by the people 
on board at that great diftance ? They 
got out the oars, but their ftrength was 
infufificient to go through the movements 
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of rowing, much lefs to urge on the 
boat. All they could do was to fit ftiU 
and wait, watching with intenfe eager- 
nefs every movement of the ftranger. 
Pifture them at this junfture. On, on 
they failed. Every one felt that if they 
miffed the vessel their fate was fealed. 
A simultaneous groan efcaped their 
bofom. She altered her course, and was 
ftanding away from them. One of the 
men threw himfelf down into the bottom 
of the boat, prepared to die. Still Jack 
kept his eye on the barque. " See — fee 
dere!" exclaimed Sambo. The barque 
had hove to. Why, they could not tell, 
at the diftance fhe was away. She had 
done fo without reference to them. Per- 
haps fome one had fallen overboard. 
How anxioufly did they wait ! 

As they were looking a fpout of water 
rofe in the air. ** Whales ! whales !" 
cried Sambo* *' See dere is anoder." 
Ere long they defcried a boat rapidly 
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approaching, urged on by fome unfeen 
power. She dafhed by them, her bows 
covered with foam. 

Well might her crew look with fur* 
prife and horror at the haplefs beings in 
the Indianmn's boat. Jack and Sambo 
and the mate waved their hands, their 
voices were too weak and hollow to be 
heard. " Well come to you — we'll come 
to you,. poor fellows!" Ihouted the crew 
of the whale boat. It was long, how^ 
ever, before the whale to which the boat 
was fafl rofe to the furface, and lafhing 
the fea with its tremendous tail, fpouted 
out its life blood and died. The whaler 
had made fail after her boat, and now 
feeing the Indiaman's boat, took Jack 
and his companions on board. 

" Who fent that whale towards us 
when we were almoft dead ?" thought 
Jack ; as often as he afked the queftion 
the anfwer came : " It was God in His 
great mercy guided the fenfelefs fifti that 
we might be faved." 
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There were but five furvivors. One 
man, he whofe ominous looks had made 
the mate draw his piflol, had not lived 
to fee the approach of the whale boat. 
Jack and his companions were treated 
not unkindly on board, though their life 
was a rough one. The whaler was an 
American, outward bound, and five frefh 
hands when their ftrength returned were 
no unwelcome addition to her crew. 
Their early fuccefs put all hands in good 
humour, and feveral fperm whales were 
killed before they reached their ufual 
cruifing ground on the borders of the 
Antarctic ice fields. Jack was foon 
initiated into the myfteries of blubber 
cutting and boiling, and as the dirt and 
oil-begrimed countenances of the men 
were feen as they moved around their 
feething cauldrons, amid bright flames 
and denfe mafles of fmoke, they looked 
like fpirits of evil fummoned to labour 
by fome diabolical agency. 
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Several weeks thus paffed by, when the 
whaler with a full cargo was once more 
fleered northward. All hands were exult- 
ing In their fuccefs. The weather had 
been fine. There was every profpeft of 
a profperous voyage* Cape Horn had 
been rounded, and they were at no great 
diftance from the coafl of South America. 
Before long, however, a change took 
place; thick weather came on, and for 
many days not a glimpfe of the fun was 
obtained. The mafter too was taken ill, 
and the firft mate had proved himfelf a 
bad navigator. The refult was that the 
fhip was out of her reckoning. A gale 
fprung up, which, shifting to the eaft- 
ward, increafed to a hurricane. 

The belief was that the ship was a 
long way from the coaft. 

It was night. The darknefs was in- 
tenfe, fuch as can be felt. The gale had 
fomewhat abated, and it was hoped that 
canvas might foon be got on the ship to 
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tak6 her off the land, when that terror* 
infpiring cry arofe from foreward: — 
" Breakers ahead !" In tones of dif- 
may it was repeated along the decks. 
" There's a watery grave for moft of us 
then/' exclaimed the old boatfwain, near 
whom Jack was (landing. Scarcely had 
he fpoken when the fhip flruck, and the 
wild fea made a clean breach over her, 
wafhing many poor fellows to deftruc* 
tion. Groans of horror, fhrieks of de-- 
fpair rofe on every fide ; but the founds 
were quickly filenced by the roar of the 
waves, the crafhing of the falling mafts, 
and the wrenching a/under of the flout 
timbers. Jack clung to the bulwarks, 
and as they gave way he found himfelf 
borne onward with them through the 
foaming breakers into comparatively 
fmooth water. The force of the wind 
ftill drove him on till he felt his feet 
touching the hard fand. Difengaging 
himfelf from the pieces of wreck, before 
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the waters returned, he was beyond their 
reach. 

He fat down — ^he thought — how good 
God had been again to fave him, and 
he tried to fhape his thoughts into 
prayer ; but there had been nothing like 
prayer on board the whaler, and he could 
not pray^ For fome time he fat almofl 
ftupiiied ; then he roufed himfelf and 
liftened for the found of fome human 
voice to tell him that others had efcaped 
from the wreck. " I fhould go and help 
them if they have," he exclaimed, ftart- 
ing to his feet. He ran along the beach 
calling out : a voice replied. He at the 
fame moment came acrofs a coil of light 
rope. Carrying it on his arm he hove 
the end of it towards the fpot whence 
the voice came. Twice he hove, and had 
again to haul it in. The third time it 
was feized. He dragged on fhore one 
of the whaler's crew. Jack placed him 
out of the reach of the waves and ran 
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on, for he thought that he heard another 
perfon calling. Again his rope was of 
ufe. He difcerned through the darknefs 
a large piece of the wreck. Three men 
were clinging to it. One of them was 
Sambo. Together they continued their 
fearch for others, venturing as far into 
the water as they dared. Another man 
was found ftruggling to gain the fhore. 
He was almoft exhaufted. By himfelf 
he could not have fucceeded. Jack was 
truly glad to find his old friend Mr. 
Collins, the mate of the Indiaman. After 
a little time he alfo recovered, and toge- 
ther the furvivors continued their fearch. 
In vain they fearched during the night. 
The next morning not a particle of the 
wreck was found hanging together. 
Some dead bodies were wafhed on fhore,' 
and feveral articles alfo of which the 
fhipwrecked mariners flood much in need 
were picked up, cafks of provifions, 
clothing, tools, and fome arms and pow- 
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der and fhot. They had thus no fear 
of ftarving. As foon as they had col- 
lefted whatever the waves threw up 
they climbed to the top of the cliffs to 
look around them. They were evidently 
in an uncivilized part of the country, 
though it was well wooded and watered. 
Their great fear was from the Indians, a 
fierce race thereabouts. The mate, who 
naturally took the lead, told them that 
they might be able probably to reach 
fome of the Spanifh fettlements, and they 
refolved to fet off" in fearch of them. It 
was neceflary, however, that they fhould 
lay in a ftore of provifions, and recover 
their ftrength for the journey. There 
were numerous large trees and rocks 
fcattered about the fhore, and the fhip- 
wrecked feamen foon difcovered a cave 
ih one of the rocks, where they could 
fhelter themfelves from the wind and 
rain, and in which they might lay up 
their stores. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 




EVERAL days paffed quietly 
away, moft of the party going 
out for a few hours at a time 
to endeavour to ihoot any 
animals or birds which might ferve to 
vary their diet. At length, however, 
they fancied themfelves ftrong enough 
to profecute their journey, and a day 
was fixed on which to commence it. 
One morning the party, as was their 
cuftom, went out in pairs to hunt. 
Jack accompanied Sambo. They were 
later than ufual, but on their return 
they faw no figns of a fire at their hut, 
nor any founds from their companions. 
Jack's heart funk within him. On reach- 



59 Jack BuntlinCy or 

ing the hut his apprehenfions were veri- 
fied. It was ftripped almoft of every- 
thing. The articles too bulky to be 
carried off were broken in pieces. What 
had become of their companions ? " Me 
fear killed/' faid Sambo» who had been 
looking anxioufly about. He beckoned 
to Jack, and penetrating through the 
wood to a fhort diftance they found the 
dead bodies of two of their late com- 
panions. Sambo, after examining the 
marks on the ground, declared it his 
belief that their other two companions 
had been carried off by the Indians, 
Jack's firft impulfe was to run away from 
the fatal fpot, but on confulting with 
Sambo they agreed that the Indians, 
having carried off every thing, were not 
likely to return : befides, without . the 
mate to guide them, they were unable to 
find their way to the European settle- 
ments. He, with the other man, had 
probably been carried away by the In- 
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dians. All they could hope for was that 
fome veffel might vifit that part of the 
coafl and take them off* 

They had guns, but a very fmall 
fupply of powder, and this they deter- 
mined to keep to make a fignal fhould 
it be neceflary. As, however. Sambo 
knew a variety of methods of trapping 
both birds and beafls and of catching 
fifh, and alfo what roots and fruits were 
wholefome and unwholefome, they were 
not likely to want food. Day after day, 
and week after week, and month after 
month paffed away, till Jack loft all 
count of time and began to fear that no 
veffel would ever come to take them off. 
Several times in the fummer they met 
with traces of Indians, but Sambo was 
always able to avoid them^ Number- 
lefs were the adventures they met with 
and the rifks they ran. J^ck had reafon 
to be thankful that he had fo intelligent 
a companion and faithful a friend as 
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Sambo, though they had not much power 
of interchanging ideas. " What matters 
the colour of our fkin ?" thought Jack. 
" The fame God made us both, and I 
love him as a brother. At length Jack 
began to be very anxious to get away. 
He thought that he might have to live 
there for ever. Sambo was much more 
contented with his lot. 

Some twenty months or fo had paffed 
away fmce the fhipwreck, when one 
morning, as Jack went to the top of a 
cliff to take his usual look for a veffel, 
he faw a large brig (landing along the 
fhore about a mile to the northward. 
He hurried back to the cave to call 
Sambo, and to get their muflcet with the 
few rounds of ammunition they had left. 
The two returned to the fhore. Jack's 
heart beat quicker than it had ever 
before done. . Off he fet, followed by 
Sambo along the beach in the direftion 
of the brig. He was afraid Ihe might 
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(land off ihore again without any on 
board obferving them. At length they 
came abreaft of the brig. They Ihouted 
and waved their handkerchiefs; dill no 
notice was taken of them. " We mull 
fire," faid Jack. But the powder flafhed 
in the pan. He tried again. " Make 
hafle ! make hafle !" fhouted Sambo. 
They were (landing on the fummit of a 
rock which lay on the beach, with a wide 
extent of open country which (loped up 
from the (hore behind them. There, 
galloping towards th^m at full fpeed, 
were a band of mounted Indians. Jack 
again primed the mu(ket. It went off. 
He loaded and fired again. The fignal 
was obferved on board the brig, and a 
gun was fired in return. The reports of 
the firearms had the efFe<5l of making 
the Indians rein in their (leeds and look 
about them. At the fame time a boat 
put oflf from the brig. She was imme- 
diately perceived by the Indians, and 
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again they advanced, but more cautioufly 
than before. Jack and Sambo looked anx~ 
ioufly at the boat. It was doubtful whe^* 
ther fhe or the Indians would reach them 
firft. They rushed down to the beach 
and waded into the water. The crew of 
the boat faw their danger. On came 
the Indians with terrific yells, flourishing 
their lafifoes high above their heads. 
Jack and Sambo faw that narrow indeed 
was their chance of efcape. The brig 
had been ftanding in fhore. Jufl; then 
fhe brought her broadfide to bear, and 
opening her ports fent a fliower of round 
fhot among the Indians. Two or three 
of their faddles were emptied and they 
again halted. The delay enabled Jack 
and Sambo to fpring into the boat. 
Scarcely had her head been pulled 
round, when the Indians, again galloping 
on, dafhed into the water and endea-* 
voured to throw their laffoes over their 
heads. One man was very nearly caught. 
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but he had a sharp knife ready to cut 
the rope as it reached his neck. Others 
among the Indians shot arrows at them, 
but the boat's crew having no arms could 
not retaliate, and Jack's mufket had got 
wet. By fmart pulling they were foon 
fafe on board the brig. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



ACK and his companion found 
the brig was in fearch of a 
fpot further to the fouth where 
good water could be got 
Having vifited it, Jack and Sambo were 
able to pilot her there, and thus at once 
obtained favour with their captain. They 
had not been many days on board before 
Jack became fufpiciQus of the chara6ler 
of the Sea Hoflvky fuch was the name of 
the brig. " Don't afk queftions," was the 
only anfwer he got when he inqured 
under what flag she failed. He found 
that she was neither English nor Ame- 
rican ; ftill she was ftrongly armed, and 
from the bandages which decked the 
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heads and' arms of feveral of the crew, 
and the marks of (hot in her hull and 
rigging, it was evident (he had only 
lately been engaged. The people alfo 
were of all nations and colours, and 
drefled in every variety of coftume. 
Watching his opportunity he mentioned 
his doubts to Sambo. The black fhook 
his head. " Berry bad, me fear," he re- 
plied. ** This brig one big pirate — 
nothin' elfe." Jack had once feen fome 
pirates hanging in chains, and had a 
wholefome fear of their chara<5ler. He 
was therefore not a little anxious to get 
out of their company. He, however, 
faid nothing, and went about his duty 
cheerfully. 

In fpite of the lawlefs manners of 
the crew, there was ftri<5l difcipline main- 
tained on board, and a (harp look out 
kept. From their converfation. Jack 
gueffed that they were on the watch for 
fome of the homeward-bound Spani(h 
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(hips from Peru or Mexico, fuppofed to 
be freighted with gold and other valu- 
able commodities. No one was more 
conftantly on the alert than the captain. 
Every one paid him the greateft refpedl. 
Jack at firft could not tell why. His out-' 
ward appearance had nothing about it 
of the ferocious pirate. Captain John 
was a little man, fomewhat funbumt and 
wizened, and no beauty certainly, but with 
ufually a calm, rather b«iignant expreffion 
of countenance, and a gentle foft voice. 
If, however, any thing went wrong or in 
any way difpleafed him, his eye kindled 
up, and his voice gave out a note be- 
tween the roar of a lion and the croak of 
a raven, and on thefe occafions Jack al* 
ways felt inclined to get away from him 
as far as he could. 

Several weeks paffed away and 
no prize had been made. A thick fog 
had hung over the fea fince daybreak, 
flirouding every thing near or far from 
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fight. A breeze fpringing up foon aftei* 
noon, the fog lifted, when away dead to 
leeward a (hip was defcried, her main- 
top juft appearing above the horizon. 
Inflantly all fail was made in chafe. No 
one doubted but that at length a prize 
long waited for was to be theirs. They 
rapidly overhauled the ftranger, who, 
apparently unfufpicious of danger, was 
holding her courfe to the northward. As 
the Sea Hawk neared her, she feemed 
to be a large ship, her build, her paint 
and rigging shewing her to be a mer- 
chantman. At the fame time, as- a 
Spanifh fliip of her fize would certainly 
carry guns, and as her crew might poffi-* 
bly fight them to defend their freight^ 
the pirates went to their quarters to be 
prepared for the ftrife. However, when 
the brig drew ftill nearer fhe feemed in 
no way inclined to begin the combat 
This made the pirates fancy that fhe 
would not fight at all, and that they 
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would obtain an eafy victory. " We 
muft not let one of the people efcape to 
bear witnefs againfl us/' faid the mild- 
looking Captain John as he eyed the 
ftranger. Sad was the fate awaiting all 
. on board the merchantman. Nearer and 
nearer drew the two veffels. So com- 
pletely did the pirate brig outfail the 
other that the Sea Hawk might be 
likened to a fpider with a fly in his toils. 
The brig, hoifting her accurfed black 
flag, fure harbinger of death and deftruc- 
tion, was about to pour in her broad- 
fide, when an exclamation efcaped the 
pirate captain. Large folds of canvas 
were drawn up from the fhip's fides, 
down came tumbling fundry other bits 
from aloft, the muzzles of twenty guns 
looked grinning out of her ports, up 
went the glorious Britifh enfign at her 
peak, and at the fame moment the 
frigate, for fuch flie was, fent forth a 
terrific fliower of round Ihot and langrage, 
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which made the pirate brig tremble to 
her keel, and ftruck down many a fierce 
defperado never to rife again. 

The pirate captain now feemed in his 
element, though he muft have known his 
cafe to be defperate. Ordering his man 
to fire high, wifhing to difable his oppo- 
nent, he braced up his yards in the hopes 
of getting off to windward; but the 
hitherto flow sailing frigate fliowed that 
fhe had a quick pair of heels of her own, 
and was immediately after him. Jack 
was endeavouring to get away, that he 
might not fire on his countrymen; but 
the pirates drove him back to his gun, 
with the threat of fhooting him if he at- 
tempted to defert them again. Sambo, 
on account of his general intelligence, 
had been made captain of his gun, and 
he feemed to be as eager in working it 
as any one else ; but he gave Jack a hint 
that no one on board the frigate would 
be the worfe for any Ihot he fired. Now 
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began a fcene of the moft terrific car- 
n^ige. The pirates fought like demons, 
but were ftruck down by numbers at a 
time, till the deck became a complete 
Ihambles, Still Jack and Sambo were 
unhurt. Some of the pirates gave figns 
of a defire to haul down their flag ; but 
their captain fhot a man who was at- 
tempting the operation, and that made 
the others defift. At length Captain 
John received a wound and fell to the 
deck, and the crew rushing aft struck to 
the frigate. After giving them a couple 
of extra broadfiiies — ^for pirates are fel- 
dom treated with courtesy — the victor 
fent his boats, well armed, to take pos- 
feffion. No further oppofition was made, 
though the little captain, as he lay writh- 
ing on the deck, urged his crew to heave 
cold shot into the boats as they came 
alongfide. The British seamen climbed 
up the fides with their cutlaffes in their 
teeth, and took poffeffion of their prize^ 
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CHAPTER X. 



[OME dozen men only of the 
pirates remained unhurt. 
They, with Jack and Sambo, 
were forthwith transferred 
to the frigate and placed in irons below. 
" Fm no pirate," faid Jack to the men 
who were handcuffing him. " Oh, no," 
they anfwered with a laugh ; *< you looks 
like a lamb, and that 'ere craft there 
with the black flag flying is juft an 
honefl: trader." Poo^ fellow, he was 
begrimed with powder and fmoke and 
blood, and looked very unattradlive. He 
felt very wretched, for he faw no means 
of proving that he was innocent. His 
only comfort was that Sambo was near 
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him. They could thus carry on a con- 
verfation in an undertone. Sambo had 
been fo knocked about the world, and 
had been in fo many ftrange pofitions, 
that he was not eafdy caft down. " Neber 
mind, Jack — fomething fave us dis time 
too — we truft in God." 

The Lion frigate, which had captured 
the pirate, had been difpatched from the 
West India fquadron expreffly to look 
for him, and now fhaped a courfe for 
Jamaica with her prize. From what 
Jack heard from the pirates and from 
the crew of the frigate, he had no doubt 
that all of them would be hung, as a 
warning to other evildoers. Uncomfort- 
able as he was, he was in no hurry to 
have the voyage over. He did not like 
the profpe6l at its termination. He 
tried in vain to get the ear of fome of 
the officers of the fhip that he might tell 
his tale. There was no chaplain, or he 
would have fpoken to him. 
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At.length the frigate reached Jamaica, 
and Jack and his companions were trans- 
ferred to the prifon on fliore. They 
were there conftantly vifited by a mi- 
nifter of the gofpel, and Jack seized an 
early opportunity of telling him how he 
had icome to be on board the pirate brig. 
The clergyman liftened attentively to his 
tale, and crofs-queftioned both him and 
Sambo on the fubject He often fpoke 
to them, lofmg no opportunity of turning 
their minds to eternal things. Still they 
were left in doubt whether or not he be- 
lieved their ftory. 

The day of the trial arrived; Jack 
and Sambo and the other prifoners were 
brought into the court of juftice. The 
evidence againft them was fo dear that 
their counfel had little to plead in their 
defence. Jack fimply repeated his ftory, 
defcribing how he and others, efcaping 
from the burning Indiaman, had been 
picked up by the whaler, and afterwards 
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wrecked on the coaft of South Ame- 
rica. 

*' I can corroborate one part of theftory," 
faid a gentleman, rifing in the court, " I 
was on board the Indiaman, and remem- 
ber that young feaman and the black, 
who both at different times performed 
fome fervice for me." 

" I felt fure, also, that they were inno- 
cent," added the chaplain of the prison ; 
"they were the only two of all the pirate 
crew who from the firft knelt in prayer, and 
were refigned to the will of God, acknow' 
ledging his juftice and goodnefs." 

" There's no doubt about their inno- 
cence,'' exclaimed a funbumt, broad-ihoul- 
dered man from the crowd, whom Jack re- 
cognifed as his friend Mr. Collins. " I was 
second officer of the Indiaman," he con^ 
tinned ; " I was wrecked in the whaler, 
carried off by the Indians, and have only 
juft escaped from them, and found my way 
here." 
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Still as Jack and Sambo had been found 
on board a pirate, and the frigate wanted 
hands, though their lives were fpared, it 
was on condition that they ihould enter 
on board her. Three days afterwards 
the furvivors of the pirate crew were 
feen fwinging on gibbets, — a punifhment 
they richly deferved. 

This event having taken place, the 
Lion frigate put to fea. Jack foon found 
himfelf rated as an able feaman, and 
well able was he to do his duty, to hand 
and reef and fteer with any man in the 
fhip. No one would have recognifed in 
the active, well-built, intelligent, funburnt 
feaman the poor little fpirit-cowed work- 
houfe lad, who a few years before had 
left the fhores of England. 

After ferving for fome months on 
board the frigate, Sambo was raised to 
the dignity of fhip's cook, his chief qua- 
lification being his power of enduring 
heat. For a better reafon Jack was 
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made captain of the mizen-top, whence 
he might hopefully afpire to become cap- 
tain of the maintop. War, which had 
only lately been concluded by a peace, 
again broke out, and the frigate was fent 
to cruife in fearch of an enemy. Jack's 
heart beat high at the thought of meet- 
ing one. The laft time he had flood at 
his gun in aftion, its muzzle was turned 
againft the very ihip on board which he 
now ferved, and he longed to Ihow how 
he could fight in a rightful caufe. 

He had not long to wait. The frigate, 
having the ifland of Barbadoes fome 
fifty leagues or fo to the weftward, caught 
fight of a ftranger, her topfails juft show- 
ing above the horizon to the eailward. 
Sail was made in chafe, and as they rofe 
her courfes, (he was pronounced to be 
an enemy's cruifer of about equal force. 
The private fignals were unanfwered, 
and as foon as the (hips got within range 
of each other's guns the a6lion com- 
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menced. As the wind was from the 
weftward, the Britifh frigate had the 
weather-gauge, — ^an advantage fhe kept, 
— ^and fo well were her guns ferved, that 
it was foon evident the enemy were get- 
ting the worft of it. Still the enemy 
fought well, and many of theZ^«'^ crew 
loft the number of their mefs. At 
length it was refolved to clofe, and carry 
her by boarding, for the night coming on 
it was feared fhe might efcape in the 
dark. Jack buckled on his cutlafs with 
no little glee, and, following the firft 
lieutenant, as the fhips' fides touched 
each other, was one of the firft on board 
the enemy. The decks were flippery 
with blood ; oaths, and cries, and fhrieks, 
and groans, and clafhing of fteel, and 
flafhing and rattling of pistols, resounded 
on every fide, interrupted by loud roars, 
as both ihips continued to work their 
heavy guns as they could be brought to 
bear. Numbers were falling on both 
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fides; but the intrepid courage of the 
Englifh bore down all oppofition, and 
the enemy being driven below or over- 
board at last cried out for quarter. It 
was granted, and their flag being hauled 
down, the well-won prize was taken pof- 
feffion of 

A violent south-wefterly gale spring- 
ing up soon afterwards, the frigate and 
her prize were driven fo far to the north-, 
east that the captain ordered a courfe ta 
be (haped for England. There, in feven 
weeks or fo, they arrived, and the fhip 
being fhortly afterwards paid off. Jack 
found himfelf in poffeffion of no small 
amount of prize money. 
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CHAPTER XI. 




ACK knew lefs of the world, 
if poffible, than moft of his 
fhipmates, and not being much 
wifer, his wealth very rapidly 
difappeared. How it went he could 
fcarcely tell. He had juft enough left to 
pay for an outfit, when he found himfelf 
preffed on board the Tribune floop of 
war, fitting out for the Eaft Indies. This 
time, greatly to his forrow, he was parted 
from Sambo, who had got his old rating 
as cook on board a large frigate. Away 
failed, the Tribune for the lands of 
pearls and pagodas, diamonds and mar- 
ble temples, elephants and ivory palaces, 
fcorching funs and wealth unbounded; 



72 yack Buntline, or 

but what cared Jack whether he went to 
the tropics or the poles, provided he had 
a ftout fhip under his foot and trufty 
companions by his fide. 

India was reached, and over thofe 
bright calm feas the frigate glided, vifit- 
ing many a port, where many a ftrange 
fcene was beheld, and where communica- 
tion was opened with many ftrange peo- 
ple. The Tribune was continuing her 
vojrage towards the rifing fun — fhorten- 
ing each day in her progrefs — ^when, as 
flie was failing by fome fpice-bearing ifle, 
a foft breeze wafting the fweet odours of 
many a fragrant flower from off the land, 
a change came over the fmiling face of 
the blue deep, — sudden — terrific — like 
the work of magic. A loud, tremendous 
roar was heard, with a ruftling, hurtling, 
crafhing found. The tall palm-trees bent 
low before the blaft, torn up by the roots, 
with roofs of houfes, entire cottages, and 
whole crops, the produce of rich lands 



Life on the Ocean. 73 

and days of wearying toil : they were 
fwept like chaff before it. All hands were 
called, quick aloft they flew to fliorten fail, 
tacks, fheets, and halliards quickly were 
let go. The top-fail yards were fpeedily 
lowered, but the gale was down upon 
them before the fails could be handed. 
Wildly they fluttered, burfting all re- 
flraint, and then flew in tattered fhreds 
from the bolt-ropes. Not a fail remained 
entire. Fluttering wildly in the gale the 
ftrips of canvas twifted and turned, flap- 
ping loudly, driving the hardy feamen 
from the yards, till it had formed thick 
., folds and knots which no human power 
could untie. Not till then could it be 
cut from the yards. On, on flew the 
fhip, what could flop her now ? The 
fierce typhoon howled and whiflled 
through the rigging. A yard parted; 
away it was carried ; two brave men 
were on it. Both together were hurled 
into the feething, hiffing, foaming water, 
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through which the fhip was madly 
rufhing. Could any human aid avail 
them ? Alas! the cry was heard of a 
ftrong fwimmer in his agony. He turned 
his longing eyes towards the fhip fall 
leaving him, as ftill with giant ftrength 
he ftruggled on, cleaving the yielding 
waters with his brawny arms, his head 
lifted above the white foam thrown from 
her eddying wake, in the vain hope — he 
knows it vain — to overtake her. Yet 
he had never given in throughout his 
life's combat with the world, and would 
not now till remorfelefs death had 
claimed him as his own. His shipmates 
gazed aftern with aching eyes, till his 
head alone was dimly feen in the far dif- 
tance amid the fnow white track the 
ship had left behind. 

" Who was it fell ?" was alked from 
the quarter deck. 

" Jack Buntline," many a voice replied. 
" Alas, 'twas poor Jack Buntline." 
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" But two men were carried away with 
the broken yard," exclaimed the officer 
of the watch ; " I faw them fall." 

A voice,, faint and ftruggling for utter- 
ance, at that moment was heard from 
alongfide. A rope from aloft was trail- 
ing overboard, and at the end a human 
form was clinging. Numbers hurried 
to affift their shipmate. " Be careful 
now, my men, or he alfo will be carried 
away," cried the officers. A rope with 
a bite was hove to him, but the ftrug- 
gling failor durft not attempt to clutch 
it, left on quitting one he might mifs the 
other, and be borne, like his comrade, 
far away aftern. Oh, not another inftant 
could he cling on. If help cannot be 
lent him he too certainly muft let go. 
Another rope was hove. This time 
more fuccefsfuUy, the bite fell over his 
shoulder. He paffed an arm through it. 
" Now haul away," was the cry. He 
was hoifted half fainting on the deck. 
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The furgeon was ready to attend him. 
" Who is it ?" was aiked. " Jack Bunt- 
line," was the anfwer. 

Once again Jack Buntline was pre- 
ferved from fudden death, and what 
death more dreadful than to feel the life 
blood flowing freely through the veins, 
with youth, and ftrength, and many a 
fancied joy in profpeft, friends looking 
on, eager to fave yet powerlefs, and to 
be left alone on the cheerlefs boundlefs 
ocean, the (lout ship flying fail and far 
away, and unable to return till long, long 
after the ftronged fwimmer -muft have 
funk in the cold grafp of death. Jack 
knew and acknowledged with a grateful 
heart the arm which faved him. Away, 
away flew the ship. The Iky overhead 
a clear deep-dazzling blue, not a cloud 
but that wind mud have blown it from 
the atmofphere; the fea beneath was one 
mafs of feething, hiffing, foaming, madly- 
leaping waves ; not upward, but rushing 



Life on the Ocean. *n 

in frantic hafte one over the other, the 
fpray, like thickeft fnow drifts, following 
fall aftern, torn, as it feemed, from the 
fummit of the feas. Royal mails, and 
top-gallant mails and yards had from 
the iiril been ilruck, top mails were 
houfed, — ilill frantically onward ilew the 
ihip, fcudding under bare poles. 

" What fea room has ihe ?" was aiked 
with many an anxious look into each 
others' eyes. 

" Not much on either hand — ^iiles and 
reefs and rocks on every fide abound/* 
was the whifpered anfwer. 

The typhoon howled louder than be- 
fore. Land could be feen blue and diilindl 
broad on the ilarboard beam, but though 
a iheltering port is there, the ihip can- 
not be ileered to reach it, but muil run 
on whatever may be the dangers ahead. 

On, on she went : night was approach- 
ing. A ilartling cry was heard, " breakers 
on the ilarboard bow — breakers on the 
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port bow — ^breakers a-head — ^breakers a- 
beam." High over the hidden rocks the 
wild fea leaps. The ftouteft ship which 
ever floated on old ocean, if once amid 
diem but for a moment, would be fhat- 
tered into a thousand fragments ; and 
not for an inftant could a human being 
ftruggle among thofe roaring waters and 
live. All on board know this. Where 
can they look for fafety ? Can they altei* 
their courfe and beat the frigate out of 
that dangerous bay of rocks ? Impos- 
fible! Not a yard of canvas can be 
ftretched to meet that terrific gale. On 
they mull (leer ; neither on one hand nor 
the other did an opening appear by 
which they might efcape. The faces of 
even the braveft of that hardy crew were 
blanched with dread, as calm and col- 
lected they flood contemplating their ap- 
proaching doom. There were look-outs 
a-head, — look-outs on the fore-yard-arms 
with ilraining eager eyes, endeavouring 
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to find, even againft hope itfelf, fome 
paffage among the reefs through which 
the fhip might run. 

There was a fhout. At one fpot, a 
little on the ftarboard-bow, there ap- 
peared to be a break in the line of 
dancing foam. It was fcarcely percep- 
tible among the thickening gloom deal- 
ing over the ocean. The helm was put 
to port. With voice and hand the helms- 
man was directed how to fteer. The 
frigate rushed towards the fpot. In an 
inftant more her fate would be fealed. 
The breaking waters, in cataracts of 
foam, leaped up on either fide, but on 
she rushed without impediment. Still all 
knew that ere another inftant the fatal 
crafh may found, and then mafts, fpars, 
and rigging will all come hurtling down ; 
the deck on which they now fcarcely 
ftand, the oaken timbers and the ftouteft 
planking will all be wrenched afunder, 
and wildly toffed amid their mangled 
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bodies, till call on fome lone, far-off fhore, 
or till the fea itself is fummoned to give 
up its dead. 

Who, at fuch a moment, can freely 
draw a breath ? Yet the crafh came not. 
The fhip flew plunging on ; reef after 
reef, covered with foaming waves, was 
paffed in fafety. What hand, with mercy 
in its palm, came down to guide that 
(hip ? No human knowledge or expe- 
rience availed the captain or his officers : 
no chart could help them : in an unknown 
fea they fcudded on. Did any of them 
believe that chance or Fate flood near 
the helm and conned the fhip "i Did any 
of them dare in that awful moment to 
pray to chance, or fate, or fortune to 
preferve them, and fleer them clear of 
all dangers? If any did — and furely 
many of the bravefl lifted up the voice 
of prayer — it was to Him who made 
heaven and earth, the fea, and all things 
in them, and governs them with wifdom 
infinite. 
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It was no deceptive paiTage the fri- 
gate had entered. It widened as fhe 
advanced, the water becoming fmoother; 
but ftill before her lay ftretched out the 
moonlit ocean; the ftars, also, glittering 
with an almoft dazzling brilliancy in hea- 
ven's dark blue arch. The channel was 
paffed through, but ftill who could tell 
the numberlefs dangers which might yet 
remain to be encountered. Before an* 
other watch was fet, ** breakers a-head — 
breakers a-beam!" was once more echoed 
along the decks. 

"Then, to my mind, our fand has 
pretty well run, and we and our brave 
old fhip are doomed," exclaimed Ned 
Faintheart, putting his hands in his pock- 
ets, with a deep figh. 

" Doomed by whom ?" cried Jack. " I 
tell you what, mate, I haven't forgotten, 
and I hope I never may, the faying of 
an old friend, a black, as good a foul as 
ever lived, when we both lay expedling 

G 
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little better than a felon's death, though 
undeferved, at the hands of our fellow 
men, * Never mind. Jack, fomething fave 
us this time, too. We trull in God.' " 

The breakers roared ^s loudly as 
before over the coral reefs, but, ftill un-^ 
harnfed, the Britifh frigate flew quickly 
by them, A graze almoft from the outer 
point of the rugged furface of a reef 
might hurl her to deftruftion ; but neither 
coral reef, nor rock, nor fandbank (lopped 
her courfe. Day came at laft, and what 
a wide expanfe of troubled waters broke 
upon the fight of the weary feamen ! No 
one had that night turned in ; all kept 
the deck. Heady at their Hations, ready 
to do what men might do to fave the 
fliip or their lives ; at all events to obey 
their officers to the laft. When the fun 
with an enfanguined glow shot upward 
from the ocean, his beams glanced on a 
dark objeft which lay ahead. The lookr 
outs foon proclaimed it to be a dif- 
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mafted (hip. As on they rufhed in 
their flill headlong courfe, not only did 
they fee that flie was difmafted but was 
keel upward, the feas conftantly break- 
ing oven A turn to (larboard of the 
helm carried the frigate clear, but how 
their hearts wrung with forrowand regret 
— ^alas! unavailing — ^when they faw cling- 
ing to the keel fome eight or more of 
their fellow creatures. Some, apparently, 
could fcarcely move, their faft waning 
ftrength barely enabling them to hold 
x)n ; but others wildly waved their hats 
and caps, fhouting, though their voices 
could not be heard, for help. Utterly 
impoffible would it have been to lower a 
boat. Again the poor wretches fhouted 
in chorus and held out their hands im- 
ploringly as the frigate drove onward by 
them. On, on (he went. Many a heart, 
like Jack Buntline's, bled for them, and 
lie and others kept their eyes on them ; 
and there they clung and knelt along the 
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keel, holding out their hands till the 
frigate failed far beyond their fight Still 
on the frigate flew, yet through every 
danger they pafled unharmed. " Meff- 
mates," faid Jack, " God has been with 
us. God dwells on the deep. God is 
everywhere." 

The typhoons fury ceafed, and at 
length in a quiet harbour the frigate 
rode at anchor. Some, who during the 
gale had ftood with blanched cheek and 
filent tongue, now began to talk as loud 
as ever and to boaft what they would 
have done ; how they would have fwum 
on fliore if the fliip had ftruck fome 
ifland coaft, and how they would have 
lived a life of eafe and indolence among 
the harmlefs natives. Among the loud- 
eft of the talkers was a man named 
Richard Random. He was bold, and 
often feemed to be among the braveft, 
but in the night juft paffed fcarcely a 
man appeared to be more unnerved. 
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Religion was his scorn, while the holy 
name of God he never uttered but to 
blafpheme. Now, pretending to forget 
all his late fears, he began openly to 
deny the exiftence of a God. Jack 
urged him to beware left vengeance 
fhould overtake him before long. He 
laughed all fuch warnings to fcom. He 
was a bold, ftrong fwimmer, no man in 
the fhip could compete with him. He 
boafted that he could fwim for many 
hours, that he feared neither fharks nor 
any other monfters of thp deep. Why 
then fhould he be afraid of what fpirits 
of evil or angels of vengeance could do 
to him ? He defied them. He was not 
afraid of man, angel, or devil. To men 
of fenfe, the wickednefs he fpoke might 
have done no harm, but there were many 
youths on board who liftened with admi- 
ration to whatever Random faid. To 
the ears of fuch his words were rankeft 
poifon. Foolish as himfelf, they thought 
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his ifolly wifdom. He was a bully, foo, 
and brawler, and often had he caufed 
a quarrel when a foothing word would 
have brought peace about. To give 
him but his due, he was a moft pefti-^ 
ferous and dangerous fellow among a 
crew. 

Boafting one day of what he could do ; 
" ril undertake," he faid, " to fwim a 
dozen times or more around the ship, 
or, if you pleafe, a mile away and back, 
if the water is but calm. Who'll dare to 
follow me ?" 

Jack could no longer bear this boaft- 
ing. " When young Seaton fell over* 
board, did you jump overboard to fave 
him ? Was it not our gallant firft lieu- 
tenant, though wounded in the arm and 
twice your age, while you ftood hefitat- 
ing becaufe you had feen a shark fwimr 
ming around the ship ?" 

The queftion filenced Random for the 
time. Several days paffed away. The 
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frigate bent new fails, fet up her rigging, 
and once more all hands put to fea. 
Traverfing the blue Pacific she fleered 
her courfe far to the fouth. A gentle 
breeze wafted her along, the fea was 
fmooth as polished glafs. All fail alow 
and aloft was fet. Some block at the 
yard-arm required fresh flopping. Ran- 
dom was fent to do the duty. Thought- 
lefs of danger he went aloft and fat care- 
lefsly on the yard. Suddenly he loft his 
balance, a falling form was feen, a fplash 
was heard. 

" A man overboard — a man over- 
board !" cried the fentry at the gangway. 

Random rofe to the furface. " Never 
fear me," he fung out ; " I can take good 
care of myfelf. Who's afraid ?" He 
shouted this in bravado. All the officers 
^ere looking on he faw, and, vain of his 
powers, he fought to gain their admira- 
tion. 

Juft ere he fell the breeze had ftrength- 
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ened fuddenly, and with all her canvas 
fet the ship was running quickly through 
the water. The order was promptly 
given to shorten fail, — the crew as 
promptly flew aloft to obey it. While 
ftudden-fail-sheets, and halliards were 
let fly, and all the lighter canvas was 
fluttering loofely in the wind, Random 
fwam bravely on. Still he was dropping 
faft afl;em. ^ 

A boat was quickly lowered and haf- 
tening towards him. " How calm the 
ocean ! what reafon can any have for 
fear ?" 

" That man fwims well," obferved the 
captain, " I never faw a finer fwimmer." 

But the right arm of God, fo oft 
fl;retched out to fave, can as affuredly 
reach the hardened finner when the cup 
of his iniquities is full. See from afar 
the minifter of vengeance comes. From 
out of the clear blue flcy a fpeck of white 
is feen. On wings of lightning rapidly 
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It cleaves the air. What is it ? An 
albatrofs, — ^the giant of the feathery 
tribe which fkim the ice-bound ocean of 
the fouthem pole, with eye fo bright and 
piercing that obje6ls invifible to human 
fight it fees when it cannot be feen itfelf. 
On, on it came, for an inftant hovering 
over the proud fwimmer's head, and 
then with a fell fwoop downward it 
plunged — its beak Iharp as an iron 
lance, with neck outftretched approached 
him. He faw too clearly the monfter 
bird coming from afar. With eye of 
dread he marked its rapid flight. He 
faw his doom — quick, quick as thought 
it came — horror of great darknefs filled 
his foul. In vain he lifted up his hands 
to wafd the expe6led blow. In vain — 
in vain he Ihouted to his fhipmates, or 
to frighten off the bird. Downward, 
with terrific force, there came a wedge of 
bone. Deep into his fkuU it pierced, 
and with a fhriek of agony and fear he 
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funk from fight. All who looked oii be- 
held the fpeftacle with horror, and many 
ihuddered when they remembered fome 
laft words they had heard uttered by 
that godlefs man/ 

But think a moment. A death as 
fudden^ if not as dreadful, may be that 
of any one, and then, what may our laft 
words have been? As we are living, 
as we think and fpeak every day, fuch 
will be our ftate when fummoned to 
Hand before the Judge of all the earth. 
A failor's life is fcarcely more uncertain 
than that of thofe who live on Ihore. 
Jack drew a leffon from Random's end. 
May thofe who read this draw one like- 
wife. 
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CHAPTER XII. 




HE Tribune's courfe was now 
held among the cluftering 
iflands of the Pacific. They 
are moftly bountifully fup- 
plied with all the varied produ6lions of 
the generous tropics. Scarcely a fruit 
or vegetable of thofe funny regions but 
which in ample abundance is found 
among them. There various kinds of 
the bread-fruit tree flourilh in the great- 
eft perfection; fo likewife the banana 
and plantain and milk-giving cocoa-nut 
grow in profufion; yams, pumpkins, 
cucumbers, guavas, pine apples, ihad- 
docks, oranges, lemons, the tomato, ar- 
row root, the much cultivated taro and 
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fugar cane, with numberlefs other fruits, 
vegetables, and nutritious roots, afford 
an abundant fupply of food for man. 
How warm and genial is the atmofphere! 
the cold of winter is altogether unknown; 
ftorms may blow, but they are neceffary 
to purify the air ; rains at times defcend 
to fertilize the earth, but generally a 
bright blue fky is feen overhead, and 
the rays of the glorious fun fparkle on 
the blue waters of a placid fea. All 
nature is beautiful and excellent, but 
favage man is the dark and loathfome 
fpot which defiles it ; not as he was 
when firft he walked in Paradife, but as 
fin and all his evil paffions have made 
him. Jack and his fhipmates heard the 
charadler of thefe iflanders, and though 
not much given to shuddering, shud- 
dered as they heard the tale. 

Nowhere on the face of the globe did 
more bloodthirfty cannibals exift, efpe- 
daily among the chiefs. To fatisfy their 
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horrible and unnatural craving for human 
flefh, they murdered every one who was 
shipwrecked on their coaft. Even if a 
canoe was caft on shore with their own 
people they claimed the crew as their 
viftims ; they went to war for this fole 
obje6l ; they lay in wait and carried off 
helplefs women and children, even their 
flaves they often killed to feed upon. 
When a war canoe was finished they 
dragged her over the writhing bodies of 
their captives, and when firft fhe put to fea 
they murdered others on her deck. When 
a chiefs houfe or a temple was built, men 
were compelled to defcend and hold 
the upright polls, when the earth was 
shoveled in upon their heads. 

When a chief died, all his wives were 
ftrangled or burnt; mothers deftroyed 
their infants — children compelled their 
aged parents to defcend living into a 
tomb when weary of fupporting them — 
and young men» when difappointed of 
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fome obje6l, would defire to be buried ; 
and their own parents would affift feem- 
ingly with pleafure at the horrible cere- 
mony. Their only religion feemed to 
be an unwilling worlhip of evil fpirits ; 
not from love or reverence, but to avert 
the mifchief they might otherwife work 
upon them. 

The minds and hearts and fouls of all 
thofe ifland tribes feemed to be funk into 
the loweft depths of darknefs. Stich 
was their condition when the Tribune 
vifited thiem. They gazed with wonder 
on her fnow-white fails and frowning 
battery of guns. They had often before 
feen whalers, and other smaller veffels; 
but never fince Captain Cook, in days 
gone by, came to their Ihores, had they 
feen a (hip comparable to her in fize. 

The Tribune foon call anchor in a 
beautiful and sheltered bay, the shores 
of which, down nearly to the water's 
edge, were ornamented with a feathery 
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fringe of palm and other graceful trees. 
While Jack and his shipmates were look- 
ing towards the fmooth and yellow fand, 
over which the waves gently rippled, 
they faw numerous natives running 
along, as if in eager hafle; and prefently 
feveral large canoes, like two boats 
lashed together, put off towards them* 
The canoes were allowed to come along- 
fide ; and the feamen with good-natured 
franknefs received their favage-looking 
guefts, as they ftalked along the decks 
examining everything with curious eye, 
and evidently longing to poffefs the 
wonders they beheld. Several appeared 
to be chiefs ; but no perfon could be dif- 
covered to have greater authority than 
all the reft. All day, canoes full of 
niatives came off to the Ihip, and even 
when night drew on they feemed in no 
way inclined to take their departure. 
At laft it was neceffary to ufe fome 
gentle force to make them go ; but it 
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was intimated to them by figns that 
they might return on the morrow, and 
figns were made to them that fowls and 
vegetables would be acceptable. 

The night drew on — ^the ftars were 
shining brightly on the placid waters of 
the bay; the sentries were at their pofts; 
the watch on deck lay concealed under 
the bulwarks; Jack was ftationed for- 
ward. As his keen eye glanced towards 
the shore, he faw feveral dark obje6ls 
croffing the light ftreaming on the water. 
They increafed in numbers. The whole 
furface of the bay was alive with canoes. 
What could be the intention of the 
favages ? He ran aft to report the cir- 
cumftance to the officer of the watch. 
The fentries at the gangways and quart 
ters now fung out that there were canoes 
furrounding the ship. In an inftant the 
watch was called; and probably to the 
furprife of the favages, they difcovered 
that the crew of a British man-of-war 
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are not to be found napping. Silently, 
as it had approached, the dark flotilla 
difappeared again into the darknefs. 
The next morning the favages returned 
on board with fmiling and friendly coun- 
tenances, as if no aft of treachery had 
been intended; and fo completely did 
this apparent franknefs lull fufpicion 
afleep, that it was believed no treachery 
had been contemplated. 

The next day a boat was fent to ex- 
plore the coaft, and to felect a more 
fecure harbour for the ship; Jack formed 
one of the crew. Meantime, a moft 
friendly intercourfe was n>aintained with 
the natives; a number of the officers and 
crew conftantly vifiting the fhore. While 
the boat was away a fudden gale fprung 
up, and the fhip was obliged to put to 
fea to avoid the rifk of being driven on 
fhore. Meantime the boat in which were 
Jack and his companions was driven 
towards a reef a fhort diflance from the 

H 
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land. The lieutenant in command urged 
them to pull hard to fave their lives. 
Of courfe they pulled as they had not 
often pulled before, but their efforts were 
of no avail. High rofe the foaming 
breakers around them, and the black 
rock appeared beneath their keel. Down 
came the boat upon it and was fhattered 
into a thoufand fragments. Jack thought 
his laft moments were come. Still he 
ftruck out boldly, though blinded by the 
fpray l>e could not fee where he was 
going. At length he difcovered that he 
was infide the reef with four of his com- 
panions near him, fome clinging to oars 
and bits of the wreck and others fwim- 
ming. There had been nine in all, four 
were miffing. Jack looked back. He 
faw a perfon ftill ftruggling in the break- 
ers. Throwing off his fhoes and jacket 
and grafping an oar he bravely fwam 
back, and juft as the drowning man was 
giving up the ftruggle in defpair, he 
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feized him by the collar, and placing his 
hands on the oar towed him into fmooth 
water. It was the lieutenant. The other 
poor fellows could nowhere be feen. 

Expelling a kind reception from the 
friendly natives the furvivors made to- 
wards the fhore. Naked, bruifed, and 
bleeding, they reached the yellow fhell- 
ftrewed fands. They climbed up the 
bank and approached a village. Before 
many minutes they were difcovered, 
and fome twenty or more favages were 
feen rufhing towards them. Jack was 
affifting the officer whofe life he had 
faved. They were a little apart from 
the reft. Near them was an odd look- 
ing building, with a hideous figure in 
the centre, shaded by trees. 

" C6me in here,'* exclaimed the officer. 
" Follow me, my men." 

Jack and he reached the temple and 
got hold of the idol. Before the reft 
could follow their example the favages 
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with hideous yells were upon them with 
their clubs, and to his grief and horror 
Jack faw every one of them ftruck down 
and killed. The bodies were inftantly 
ftripped, and being placed on litters, were 
carried away by fome of the favages, 
while the reft approached Jack and the 
lieutenant. 

Among them was one who was evi- 
dently a chief. He took their hands, 
but they refufed to let go the idol. Jack 
was heartily ashamed of his pofition, but 
he did not forget, that he muft look for 
protection from above. The chief inti- 
mated that if they would truft to him 
they would be fafe. 

" I don't believe in a word he fays," 
obferved Jack to the lieutenant; "but 
as we can't ftay here for ever, I'll juft 
teach him to have a little refpeft for us 
at all events.'^ 

Saying this, Jack fprung on the chief, 
and clafping him round the body almoft 
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fqueezed the breath out of him; then 
lifting him up fat him aftride on the 
back of the idol. The proceeding very 
much aflonished all prefent, but it had 
the effe6l of making the favages refpeil 
the bold feaman. His companion, the 
lieutenant, was, however, dragged away ; 
while the chief, getting down from his 
unufual feat and taking Jack by the 
hand, made a long fpeech to the by- 
ftanders, clearly to the effe6l that he 
intended to be his friend and protestor. 
Very different was the treatment the 
unfortunate officer received. No fooner 
was the fpeech over than the favages, 
without warning, fet on him with their 
clubs, and before Jack could go to his 
affiflance clubbed him to death. Poor 
Jack fully expected to share the fame 
fate, but the favages feemed to have no 
intention of injuring him. The chief, on 
the contrary, led him away to a hut, and 
in a little time feveral natives appeared 
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bringing a variety of dishes, nicely cooked, 
on clean plantain leaves, and fome liquor 
in cocoa-nut cups, which was far from 
unpalatable. Had Jack not witneffed 
the fad fate of his companions he would 
not have confidered himfelf badly off. 
He was, however, a prifoner; for after 
what had occurred he was very certain 
that the favages would not let him 
return to the frigate. All night he lay 
awake on his bed of leaves thinking 
how he Ihould efcape. Twice he got 
up, refolved to run off to the Ihore and 
to endeavour to fwim on board, but each 
time he found a favage with a long 
fpear fitting at the door of the hut, and 
a fignificant gefture made him retreat. 

Next day, as he was wandering about 
attended clofely by two or three guards, 
the found of mufic and fhouting attracted 
him to the neighbourhood of the temple. 
A number of perfons, evidently chiefs, 
were affembled in a Ihaded dell, while a 
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mob of the common people ftood around 
at a diftance. There were large ovens 
near, from whence a thick vapour af- 
cended into the blue fky. A feaft was 
going forward. Jack ftood riveted to 
the fpot with horror as he beheld the 
fcene, and difcovered the dreadful fare 
on which the favages were feafting. He 
now knew too well why his companions 
had been fo mercilefsly flaughtered. His 
captors were the moft cruel of cannibals. 
He could gaze no longer on the dread- 
ful fcene, but ran fhrieking from the 
fpot. He was followed clofely by his 
guards, who feemed highly amufed at 
the delicacy of his nerves. For many 
a day, notwithftanding all the care be- 
ftowed on him, he could not banifti the 
idea that he was referved for the fame 
fate which had befallen his companions. 
His chief occupation was climbiijg every 
height he could reach to look for the 
frigate. 
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One day he was fitting, folitary and 
fad, on a lofty rock overlooking the blue 
ocean, pondering on the means of efcap- 
ing from his thraldom, when his eye fell 
on a white fpeck in the horizon. For a 
moment he thought it was but a fnowy- 
winged fea bird, but larger and larger it 
grew, till he .knew it to be the white 
canvas of a fhip ; and then as fail after 
fail rofe out of the water, and nearer and 
nearer (he drew to the land, his heart 
beat high with hope, for he recognized 
the gallant frigate to which he belonged. 
On (he failed till (he call anchor in 
a neighbouring bay. He would have 
rulhed down to the beach and fwam ofif 
to meet her, but as he was hurrying on 
with eager feet, feveral dark favages 
rofe up before him, and by fignificant 
geftures impeded his further progrefs. 
The frigate's boats came on Ihore, and 
the natives went off to her as before. 
Jack every day fufpefted that fome dia- 



Life on the Ocean, 105 

bolical treachery was meditated, and 
longed to warn his fhipmates of their 
danger, but he was too clofely watched 
to have the flighteft chance of com- 
municating with them. How his heart 
longed to be on board his (hip with his 
brave companions. In vain — in vain he 
watched an opportunity to efcape. At 
length fhe failed ; the captain, as Jack 
fufpefted, fatisfied that the boat had 
been loft, and that all hands had 
perished. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 




.O fooner had the frigate 
failed than Jack found, him- 
felf reftored to comparative 
liberty; but liberty among 
fuch cannibals brought no fweets to him. 
Still he faw that the appearance of con- 
tentment was more likely to throw his 
captors off their guard than the conftant 
exhibition of his mifery ; fo he fet him- 
felf to work to build a hut after their 
ftyle, and to cultivate a garden, and to 
manufafture numerous articles of do- 
meftic furniture, as if he had refolved to 
make himfelf at home. He was fortu- 
nate in difcovering a faw, and plane, and 
other carpenter's tools, which had either 
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been given in barter to the natives or 
been ftolen by them. Thefe he managed 
to ufe very fkilfuUy, greatly to their won- 
der, as he performed ten times as much 
work as they could in the fame fpace of 
time. 

He thus gained their refpeft, and 
then he bethought himfelf that he might 
influence them in fome way for good. 
He rapidly learned their language. He 
endeavoured to shew them the horrors 
of cannibalifm, and many of their other 
difgufting praftices. Many liftened with 
attentive ears, and to his furprife acqui- 
efced in the truth of his remarks. He 
pointed out to them the beauty of his 
own religion, and the pure practices in- 
culcated by it. They drank in deeply 
what he faid. He Ihewed them what 
even this world would be without wars, 
and murders, and violence and deceit, 
and treachery and wrong; and then he 
ftrove to lift their thoughts to another 
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world, where all is pure and holy, and 
iinlefs and painlefs, and full of joy and 
thankfgiving, where the fpirit, freed from 
this frail cafket, having put on an incor- 
ruptible body, will, with freedom unfet- 
tered, ever be employed in joyoufly exe- 
cuting the commands of its Almighty 
Creator. Little thought the rough failor, 
for rough he was, though his mind was 
enlightened, of the fruit which the feeds 
he was fowing was deftined to bring 
forth. 

Months, years paffed by, ftill Jack 
was a prifoner. Yet he had won the 
affeftion of many of the natives, fome 
had even abandoned their worft prac- 
tices at his infligation. 

At length a veffel came from Auftralia 
with a party of men to coUeft a cargo of 
fandal wood. Some of the chiefs were 
ftill anxious to prevent his departure, 
but, aided by the friends he had made, 
he was enabled to reach the veffel. 
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He was welcomed by the mafter and 
promifed proteftion. The Gtp/yvf^s a 
fmall fchooner. She put into another port 
to complete her cargo. There, as ufual, 
the natives came on board. He took 
care not to let it be known that he un- 
derftood their language. By their looks 
and behaviour he fufpefted treachery. 
He warned the mafter of the Gtp/y, but 
his warnings were laughed to fcom. 
Nearly half the crew were on fhore. 
The canoes of the natives came throng- 
ing round the fchooner. Some of the 
favages were clambering on board, when 
Jack difcemed through a fpyglafs a dif- 
turbance on fhore. The report of fire- 
arms was heard. 

" What think you of that, fir ?" afked 
Jack of the mafter. 

" That the favages are murdering my 
people. Cut the cable, loofe the fails, 
we muft ftand in to defend them. Heave 
thofe fellows overboard." 
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In another moment the favages would 
have gained the deck, but while they 
were driven back with boarding pikes 
and cutlaffes by fome of the crew, others 
fprang aloft to make fail, and before they 
had time to concert a frelh plan of attack 
the fchooner with a fine breeze ran from 
among them. As fhe fwept clofe to the 
Ihore firing among the lavages, two boats 
put off to her ; but many on board were 
defperately wounded, while feveral more 
men lay dead on the beach; The canoes 
no longer dared approach her. The 
favages deferved punilhment. Thfe fur- 
vivors of the fchooner's crew wreaked a 
fevere vengeance on their heads, and 
then failed away for their destination^ 
leaving the natives to retaliate on the 
next veffel which might vifit their Ihores. 

Jack reached Sydney in fafety, and 
quitting the fchooner, entered on board 
a. merchant brig, the Hope, bound for 
England. 
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" I think that I Ihould like once more 
to vifit my native land after all the ad- 
ventures I have gone through," obferved 
Jack to a shipmate ; but he experienced 
the truth of the saying, " Man propofes, 
but God difpofes." 

" Yes," replied his shipmate; "nothing 
shall ftop me from getting there, depend 
on that." 

" There's many a thing may ftop you. 
Bill," anfwered Jack. ** We may be caft 
away or founder, or be taken by the 
enemy, or you may fall overboard and 
be drowned, or fifty other things may 
happen to you. I would not dare to 
make fo fure if I were you." 

" All nonfenfe. Jack," faid the other ; 
" when a man has a mind to do a thing 
he may do it. That's my opinion. I 
don't care who knows it." 

On failed the Hope on her voyage, 
but in croffing the Indian Ocean fhe got 
into a dead calm. The fun fent its 
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almoft perpendicular rays with intenfe 
fury down on the heads of the crew. 
The water shone like a flab of poliflied 
fteel. Not a breath of air came to fan 
tl^eir cheeks or to move the fluggifti fails 
hanging ufelefsly againft the mails. The 
heat on deck was intenfe, the water 
looked as if it mufl be cooler and more 
refreshing. 

" Who's for a fwim ?" cried one. 

" I am, I am," anfwered feveral voices, 
and in a few feconds a confiderable 
number of the crew were overboard, 
fwimming about like fish in the clear 
water. How they kicked and fplashed 
about and revelled in the cool fluid. 
They felt like prifoners fet free from 
their dark cells. Every man who could 
fwim but a few ft;rokes, and fome even 
of thofe fl:upid fellows who had negle6led 
to learn one of the mofl: requifite .of ordi- 
nary accomplishments for landfmen as 
well as feamen, let themfelves down 
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over the ship's fide by ropes, and hold- 
ing on tight kicked and fplashed, and 
shouted with the reft. Jack, among" the 
boldeft of the fwimmers, made large cir- 
cuits round the (hip, accompanied by his 
meffmate. Bill Sikes. One encouraging 
the other they increafed their diftance 
from the veffel. 

" It's dme we were homeward bound," 
obferved Jack at last : indeed more than 
one fignal had been made to them from 
the (hip to return. Still Bill in his folly 
wanted to go farther off. At length 
they turned with their faces to the fhip. 
As they fwam round Jack fa w clofe to 
them a black triangular obje6l moving 
along juft above the furface of the 
water : he knew it at a glance to be the 
fin of that remorfelefs monfter of the 
deep, a fhark. He was afraid of telling 
his companion what he had feen, left 
it ftiould unnerve him; but he himfelf 
inftantly began to kick and beat the 



114 Jack Buntline, or 

water, and ihout in the hopes of keep- 
ing the fhark at a diflance* 

" What's all that about ?" afked Bill 
furprifed. 

" Do as I do," anfwered Jack, fplalh- 
ing more furioufly than before ; " it will 
be the better for both of us." 

They fwam on thus for fome way, but 
that ominous black fin kept even way 
with them. 

" If either of us flop for a moment the 
brute will have one . or both of us," 
thought Jack, and he wifhed that he had 
not been fo foolhardy as to go fo far 
from his fhip. He looked up at the tall 
mails and dark hull, and the delicate 
tracery of the rigging, and the white 
fails, which hung againft the malls and 
were reflefted as in a mirror on the 
tranquil deep, and they feemed ftill a 
long, long way from him ; but Jack 
knew in Whom he trulled. He had been 
foolifh and difobedient in going fo far 
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from the fhip ; but he felt that he was 
under the proteftion of One, merciful 
and long fuffering, who had the power 
to fave him even from the jaws of the 
ravenous filh, and to that Great Being 
he prayed fervently, unceafmgly, for aid 
as he fwam on. Not for a moment did 
he lofe heart ; ftill, as now and again he 
turned his head, there, clofe to him, was 
the dark ominous fin, and through the 
clear water glittered the bright cruel eye 
of the monfter of the deep. As long as 
the fin was feen Jack knew that the 
(hark was not about to make his attack, 
but he dreaded every inftant to fee it 
difappear ; for a fhark muft always turn 
on its back to feek its prey. 

It was fome minutes before Sikes dif- 
covered the vicinity of their dreaded 
companion. Where was now his boaft- 
ing and his courage ? On whom had he 
now to truft ? On his own ftrength ? 
What could that avail him ? Unhappy 



ii6 Jack Bunt line, or 

man. He had never learned to truft in 
God, who alone can help him now. He 
cried out piteoufly to his meffmate. 

" Jack, Jack, what fhall we do now ?" 

Jack did not taunt him, as he might 
have done, for his boafting and felf-con- 
fidence. Far from his heart was fuch 
an idea. 

" Truft in God, Bill, and keep up your 
courage," he fhouted with a cheerful 
voice ; " ftrike away, we Ihall foon reach 
the ship." 

" I can't, mate, I can't," anfwered 
Sikes, " I don't know how to truft in 
him. He won't liften to fuch as me." 

" Pray to him, He'll hear you, depend 
on it," replied Jack. 

'' I don't know how to pray — I've 
never prayed," replied the unhappy man. 
" Oh, Jack, help me — help me. The 
shark came clofe to me, I felt him 
touch my leg," he shrieked in a piteous 
voice. 
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** Swim on, fwim on, man cannot help 
you, Bill," faid Jack in return ; " don't 
let your heart faint. Keep praying, 
I fay" 

Alas, alas I How many mull find out 
when too late, that the man on a bed of 
ficknefs, or in the hour of danger, who 
has never prayed before, can feldom or 
never pray then ! The fresh morning of 
youth, the time of health and ftrength, 
of fafety and peace, is the time for 
prayer. Depend on it, the man who does 
not pray in fair weather never will pray 
well in foul. So Bill Sikes found when 
the shark was fwimming alongfide him. 
Luftily and well the two feamen plied 
their arms and feet. Moft of their ship- 
mates had climbed on board. 

" A shark, a shark I" shouted Jack as 
he drew near, anxious to warn others of 
the danger he was himfelf incurring. 

No one needed a fecond warning, and 
Jack and Bill were the only ones of the 
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crew left in the water. Several ropes 
were hove to them, and eager friendly 
faces looked down on them, and ready 
hands were ftretched out to help them. 
Jack fwam up to a rope, manfully strik- 
ing out and vehemently fplafhing the 
water to the laft. Bill with a faint heart 
followed his example, but the greedy 
(hark was not to be altogether difap- 
pointed of his prey. All on board had 
kept their eyes fixed on that dark fin. 
Suddenly it difappeared. 

*' Quick, quick, feize the rope," they 
(houted. 

Jack had got hold of one, and was 
hauling himfelf up. Bill made a grafp 
at a rope and his hand had clutched it, 
but ere his fingers had got a firm hold a 
shriek of agony and defpair burft from 
his lips, and down, down he was dragged, 
the enfanguined water shewing the caufe 
of his difappearance. There was a cry 
of horror. It ferved as the funeral knell 
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of the boafter. As Jack drew himfelf 
out of the water, a long fnout rofe to the 
furface, it was that of another shark. 
The white throat of the fierce fish 
glanced brightly in the funbeams as he 
fwam off difappointed of his prey. All 
rejoiced that Jack was faved, and even 
the captain forgot to lecture him for 
going fo far from the ship, though horror 
filled the hearts of all as they thought of 
the fate of Bill Sikes. Why was this ? 
In his health and ilrength, boafter as he 
was. Bill was admired by many. Who 
thought of rebuking him for his im- 
piety? Till his fate was fealed, till God's 
threatenings were fulfilled, no one be- 
lieved the warnings of His Holy Word. 
So has it been fince Noah entered into 
the ark, fo will it be till all things are 
accomplished. 

" This is the fecond time fince I left 
home that I have feen the fcorner.meet 
with a fearful end," obferved Jack, yet 
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he fpake in no fpirit of self-congratula- 
tion. " Oh, mates, whatever you do, 
put your truft in God, and be affured 
that He will not fail to guide us for 
pur good if we will but rely on His 
mercy and kindnefs." » 

The Hope failed on in the profecution 
of her voyage, and the fate of Bill Sikes 
was foon forgotten. Yet nearly a thou- 
fand miles had to be traverfed before the 
Cape of Good Hope could be reached. 
Hitherto the voyage had been unufually 
favourable, but a change came quickly 
over the face of the fky and fea. Denfe 
clouds were gathering from the fouth, 
the wind howled fearfully, the furface of 
the deep was torn up into foam-topped 
mountains and deep dark valleys of 
water. Now the brig lay rocking in 
one, and then, lifted up on high, fhe 
feemed to be about to be plunged head- 
long into another yet deeper than the firft, 
a watery wall threatening to overwhelm 
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her. To make any way on her proper 
courfe was impoiTible, but flill fail was 
kept on her in the hopes that fhe might 
thus ride more eafily. Jack had been in 
many a gale, but he had never been in a 
worfe one. 

Night came on, fea after fea broke 
on board. No one expefted to fee 
the morning's fun ; the bulwarks were 
knocked to pieces, fo were the boats, 
with the exception of one : the main-top- 
maft was carried away. The caboofe 
and all fpare planks and fpars were 
wafhed overboard. Thus paffed the 
night, the fhip plunging fearfully, and 
the fea breaking over her. In fpite of 
the juft apprehenfions of the crew, they 
faw the morning fun's bright beams 
burfting forth from a break in the dark 
clouds, and tingeing the fnow-capped 
fummits of the waves with a golden hue. 
The gleam came and was gone in a 
moment, and the ftorm raged fiercer 
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than before. Now a mountain fea came 
rolling towards the helplefs brig. 

" Hold on, hold on/' was the cry. 
Over it it broke. Jack held on, but the 
ftauncheon he held to was carried away, 
and he and two of his Ihipmates were 
wafhed overboard into the boiling fea. 
What hope now for him or them ? 
Thofe who remained on board with for- 
row watched them ftruggling among the 
blinding foam; but again the wave rofe, 
ftruck by an oppofing one it feemed, 
and Jack and one of his companions 
found themfelves call back with violence 
on to the deck of their fhip. They 
clutched faft hold of friendly ropes, and 
the water as it paffed away left them 
clinging to the ftiip. That heavy fea 
had done more damage than at firft ap- 
peared. A leak was fprung. Pale with 
terror the feamen heard the news. 

" How long can fhe fwim } Will fhe 
furvive the gale ?" one alked the other. 



Life on the Ocean. 123 

" We muft labour hard at the pumps ; 
weVe ftill one boat uninjured amidfhips ; 
we may build a raft. Don't let's be 
down-hearted. Let's truft in God," faid 
Jack. 

The pumps were manned, but the 
water gained rapidly on them. The 
gale blew fiercer than ever. 

" We Ihall go down, there's no doubt 
of it," faid more than one. 

" Let's keep the fhip afloat till the 
gale goes down rather," cried Jack 
working away at the pumps. 

The captain and officers all took their 
fpell, but none worked harder than he, 
and yet none trufted more firmly to 
the only arm which could fave them. 
Higher and higher rofe the water in 
the hold. Fearfully the (hip laboured. 
Still moll of the crew worked bravely at 
the pumps. All hopes of faving the 
(hip had been abandoned, but yet they 
trufted that they might keep her* afloat 
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till the ftorm fhould fubfide. Vain even 
that hope. Some in their defpair and 
folly rulhed to the fpirit cafks. 

" She is finking — ftie is finking," was 
the cry. 

The officers and Jack, with thofe who 
had kept firm at their polls, leaped intt> 
the boat, the lafhings were cut loofe, 
fome provisions and water had already 
been put into her. The oars were got 
out. The brig made a plunge forward 
into a mountain fea. She never rofe 
again. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



HE buoyant boat, though half 
filled with water, floated on 
the creft of a wave. Vainly 
the fkulkers from duty, the 
mad drunkards fhrieked for help. None 
could be given them. In another mo- 
ment their cries were filenced in death. 
The boat and thofe in her were all that 
remained of the Hope. By conftant 
baling, and by keeping her head to the 
feas, fhe with difficulty floated : ftill fhe 
lived. The fury of the tempeft began 
to abate. Jack told his companions how, 
under fimilar though ftill worfe circum- 
ftances, he had once in the South Atlantic 
been mercifully preferved, and his account 
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kept up their fpirits. Did Jack preach 
to them, as some would call it ? No. 
He fpoke the fimple honeft truth as it 
came fwelling up pure from his grateful 
heart, the conviftions of his mind, and 
he would have been very much furprifed 
if any body had told him that he was 
afting the parfon. He would* have 
aiked in what the likenefs lay, and would 
have been forely puzzled to difcover it. 
The boat drove on before the remnant 
of the gale. She was ftill many hun- 
dred miles from any land. The captain 
refolved to fteer for the Cape of Good 
Hope. Many were the hardfhips they 
might expeft to encounter before they 
could reach it. Still they kept up their 
fpirits. They had provifions for many 
days. They agreed to husband them to 
the utmoft. They told tales to each 
other; fome were true, their own ad- 
ventures, and thofe of old companions ; 
others were mere fidlion. They recited 
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poetry. They even fang fongs, though 
their voices founded ftrangely in the 
wild wafte of waters in which they 
floated. 

The gale fubfided, the fea went down, 
and the boat was fleered a direft courfe 
to the weftward. Still fhe made flow 
progrefs. A fail had been fecured, but 
it was a fmall one for the light wind 
then blowing, and their ftrength was too 
much exhaufted to enable them to urge 
her on much fafter by pulling. Day 
after day their provifions decreased, and 
they grew weaker and weaker. Still 
no one had hitherto fuffered in health. 
Some fliowers which fell enabled them 
to replenish their ftock of water. Who 
can tell the value of that pure liquid to 
thofe living under the burning fun of the 
tropics! They knew it well. Though 
they had water for the prefent, their 
provifions they were aware muft foon 
fail them. 
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They bethought them of trying to 
catch fifh. Lines they could eafily manu- 
facture out of the ropes in the boat, but 
hooks coft them much thought. At kft 
a file was found in a pocket knife, and 
fome nails were drawn from a piece of 
plank hove carelefsly into the boat. 
Scarcely had the baits been thrown 
overboard than a tug was felt and a fine 
fifh was hauled up. Several were thus 
caught. They were dried in the fun 
and ferved them for many a meal. Days 
paffed and none were caught, then 
again they fell in with a fhoal and many 
were hauled up. The fpirits of the crew 
rofe, they no longer doubted that they 
fhould reach their deflination. Still they 
did not relax in their efforts to procure 
food or to reach land. Their flrength, 
however, gradually decreafed, and very 
flow was the progrefs they made or 
could hope to make even if the weather 
continued favourable. 
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What is more uncertain than the wide 
ocean ? While they were congratulat- 
ing themfelves on their profpefts, dark 
clouds were feen to rife in the weft, 
heavy feas increafing in height came 
rolling towards them, and once more a 
heavy gale blew in their teeth. They 
could no longer carry fail, and all the 
ftrength they could exert was fcarcely 
fufficient to enable them to keep the 
boat head to fea. ** Then they cried 
unto the Lord in their trouble, and He 
delivered them out of their diftrefs." So 
will He always do to thofe who truft in 
Him. Let that belief never depart from 
any who read this ftory. Cling to it, 
rejoice in it. Let nothing tear it from 
you. Satan will ftrive to do fo, the 
world will try to do fo. Jack and his 
companions found in it their only fup- 
port. Without it they muft have funk 
under the fufferings they had to endure. 
Even though their boat fwam they could 
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no longer replenish their fcanty flock of 
food ; they had fcarcely any water ; their 
ftrength almoft failed them ; black clouds 
were overhead, dark threatening walls 
of water encompaffed them around. Still 
hand and eye, and nerve and mufcle 
muft be exerted to keep the boat from 
fwamping. 

The fourth night of the gale was ap- 
proaching when, as the captain was 
(landing up fupported by his crew to 
take a glance round the horizon as the 
boat rofe to the fummit of a fea, his eye 
fell on the dark fail of a ship feen under 
the finking fun. She muft, they knew, 
be approaching them ; but might she 
not too probably pafs by them in the 
dark ? How their hearts beat with al- 
ternate hopes and fears. On she came, 
flying before the gale. They ftood up, 
they waved, fome shouted^ Now, on 
the top of a foaming wave, they could 
fee her ; now, funk into the trough, they 
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loft fight of her altogether. Did she fee 
them ? Earneftly they prayed to heaven 
that she might. God is ever merciful to 
thbfe who call upon him faithfully. On 
she came. 

"We are feen, we are feen!" they 
shouted. They knewher to be a British 
floop of war. The courfes were brailed 
up, the top-fails clofely reefed, and she 
was brought to the wind, fo that they 
might pull up under her lee. Renewed 
ftrength for the operation was given 
them, and every help being afforded 
from the ship, they were foon in fafety 
on her deck. Scarcely had they gained 
it ere they fank down through weak- 
nefs, but many fank on their knees to 
return thanks to Him whofe right arm 
had faved them. 

Jack found feveral old mefsmates from 
the Tribune, who had been turned over 
from her to the Flora, the ship which 
had faved him. So firmly had they been 
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convinced that he had been loft, that 
they could at firft fcarcely believe him 
when he told them who he was. He at 
once entered gladly on board, and the 
reft of the brig's crew were not flow to 
follow his example. Many a gallant 
adlion was the Flora engaged in before 
the clofe of the war. Long, indeed, was 
it, as Jack 'had anticipated, before he 
again faw his native land. 

The Flora was in company with feve- 
ral other ships of war, when it was re- 
folved to endeavour to cut out a number 
of privateers and merchantmen, known 
to be at anchor in one of the ports of 
the enemy guarded by a battery. The 
boats of the fquadron were fent in to 
effeft this obje6l. In filence and dark- 
nefs, with muffled oars they approached 
the fliore. Jack was in one of the lead- 
ing boats. The armed veffels were to 
be firft attacked, and as the wind blew 
off fliore it was hoped that they might 
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be carried out in fpite of the fire from 
the fort. The tracery of the malls and 
fpars and rigging of the veffels could be 
feen rifing up againft the Iky, the dim 
outline of the dark frowning forts, and 
the rocks and hills on the oppofite fide 
of the harbour, with here and there 
a faint light glimmering from fome lone 
cottage on the hill fide. Their approach 
was unfufpe6led, nor did watchful fentry 
challenge them as they entered the har- 
bour. Two boats attacked each veffel. 
Silently they ran alongfide, and were on 
board in a moment. Then the enemy's 
crews fprang to their arms and defended 
themfelves with defperation, but of their 
officers fome were on fhore, others below, 
and British valour quickly filencing all 
oppofition, the deck was won. Luftily 
the English feamen cheered, for there 
was no neceffity for further concealment; 
the cables were cut, the fails let fall, and 
the prize, a fine floop of fixteen guns 
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was moving through the water, when 
thofe on board felt her tremble through 
every timber. 

" To the boats, to the boats," Ihouted 
the of5ficers. 

The men fprang over the bulwarks. 
Up lifted her deck. It feemed by fome 
mighty force to be wrenched open. High 
into the air were thrown many of the 
late conibatants together. A loud thun- 
dering noife was heard Flafhes of 
flame burfl forth and afcended in a fiery 
fpout towards the Iky, widening as it 
rofe, carrying with it fpars and fails, 
and pieces of timber and human forms, 
mangled, burnt, and torn afunder, and 
groans, and flirieks, and cries filled the 
air. Jack felt himfelf lifted up juft as 
he was leaping overboard. He threw 
himfelf forward. He feemed as if he 
was carried up amid the burning frag^ 
ments, and then, his clothes already on 
fire, he was plunged into the water. 
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Down he fank. His impulfe was to 
ftrike out, and on rifing to the furface 
he looked around and made towards the 
neareft boat, on whose fide the ruddy 
glare of the fire (hone brightly. Several 
of his fhipmates were in her, and a few 
of the enemy whom they had picked up. 
They hauled him on board as they went 
to fearch for more of their companions. 
When no others were to be found they 
dafhed alongfide another of the enemy's 
vefTels. Meantime the fort had opened 
its fire. Notwithftanding this feveral 
veffels were carried out, though few es- 
caped without fome fhot in hull or rig- 
ging. Jack got a wound in his arm. 
* " Bind it up tight," faid he' to a (hip- 
mate, " I want the ufe of it juft now." 

Two officers were killed, and feveral 
badly wounded. Some honour and a 
good fupply of prize money was the 
chief refult of the affair. 

Some time after this, on her paffage 
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home, the Flora fell in with an enemy. 
She gave chafe and was not long in 
coming up with her, when it was dif- 
covered that her opponent was of far 
greater fize, and had heavier metal, and 
many more men. Did this difconcert her 
of5ficers and crew ? Far from it. With 
even greater than their ufual alacrity 
they went to their guns. 

" What care we though the odds are 
againft us! More is the glory to be 
gained,'" was the general remark. 

They ranged up alongfide the enemy. 
Their cool and well-dire6led fire carried 
away her foremaft. Then they paffed 
ahead of her, and fhe flying up into the 
wind they raked her with terrific effeft. 
Still fhe was not idle, and many of their 
crew were (truck down to rife no more. 
Jack got a fevere wound in the leg. He 
bound his handkerchief round it. 

" Never mind," he fung out ; " we 
muft take the enemy, and then think 
about our hurts." 
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He repeated but the fentiments of his 
gallant captain, who, twice wounded, 
fought on till a fhot brought him a third 
time to the deck. 

" See, fee, we have not fought in vain," 
he fhouted, as at the fame moment the 
enemy's colours were ftruck. The vic- 
tory was won, though hardly won, and 
at length the Flora and her prize entered 
Plymouth Sound. The war was over, 
the laft fhot had been fired, peace, a 
truly glorious peace, was proclaimed. 
His fliip was paid off, and Jack found 
himfelf, for the firfl time in his life, free 
and on fhore. 
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CHAPTER XV. 




ACK'S pockets were full of 
prize money. It burnt them 
fadly. What fhould he do 
with it ? He bethought him 
that, before it was all gone, he would go 
down to his native village. He remem- 
bered the quiet churchyard, with its yew 
trees, its white headftones, and its lowly 
green mounds, where lay the only being 
he had ever learned to love — his mother. 
He fancied that he fhould meet fome old 
friends, fome one who knew her and him 
in his childhood. So the gallant hardy 
failor fet off, with his bundle at the end 
of a ftout ftick over his shoulder, and 
his pockets amply ftored with money, 
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towards his native village. He could 
not reach the place on the night he had 
expefted, fo he flept at an inn a little 
diftance off, and it was noon before he 
entered it. The fteeple of the church 
guided him to the fpot he fought. 
Changed was the village, changed was 
everything around. The cottages feemed 
more humble, the fcenery on a fmaller 
fcale. He at once bent his fteps to the 
churchyard. Round and round it he 
wandered. He could not determine the 
fpot he looked for. At laft he flopped 
in a remote comer, where the rank herb- 
age and tall weeds almofl concealed the 
clofely-packed rows of long low mounds. 
No foot or headftones were there, but a 
piece of the wall had fallen, and lay 
where it fell with grafs growing thickly 
around. He fat himfelf down on it, and 
refted his head on his hands. A tear, 
the firft he had fhed for many a year, 
efcaped through his fingers. 
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" Alas, mother, mother, how comfort- 
able I could have made you now had 
you lived 1" he thought, as he remem- 
bered the poverty and privations his 
parent had endured. " I have not for- 
gotten your words, the leffons you gave 
me. I fhould not have been alhamed to 
meet you. Yes, you hear me, mother, 
but not from down there," and he uncon- 
fcioufly pointed to the lowly graves. '* No, 
you are above — in Heaven, mother dear, 
and happy." He raifed his hand and 
looked up into the blue bright fky be- 
yond the yew tree, that fit emblem of 
mourning and forrow, contrafting with 
the glories of the firmament fpread out 
above it, to which the Chriftian believer 
looks with hope and joy as his abode for 
eternity. 

Jack fat awhile, then rofe and went 
into the village. He wandered about 
looking into the faces of the people he 
met, but not a countenance could he re- 
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member. He recollefted the names of 
a few. He inquired for them at the bar 
of the public houfe. Nearly all were 
dead or fcattered. 

"You be from thefe parts, mafter, I 
fpofe T faid an old man who fat in the 
bar eyeing him keenly. " Fd a fon once 
who went away to fea. He never came 
back. They told me he was killed by 
the enemy. May be you knew him, 
he*d be about your age and fize, I'm 
thinking." 

" What was his name ?" aflced Jack. 

The old man told him, and feemed 
fadly grieved when Jack had to fay he 
had never met him. 

Refolved not to give up his fearch for 
fome old acquaintance, Jack fhouldered 
his flick and bundle, and wandered along 
paft the fpot where his mother's cottage 
had flood. It was on a piece of common. 
Though it had fallen down, and moft of 
the materials had been removed, he re- 
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cognized the outlines of the little, bit of 
garden which had furrounded it. Not 
far off was another cottage. An old 
woman flood at the door. 

" Are you looking for anything, young 
man ?" fhe afked, after watching him for 
a time. He felt almofl indined to give 
her an embrace. The voice^ and expref- 
fion, and figure he recognifed as that of 
a neighbour. 

'* Are you not Dame Hughes ?" he 
afked eagerly. 

She nodded. 

"And Tm Jack Buntline/' he anfwered; 
•*the fon of widow Buntline. Do you 
remember me ?" 

" Remember thy mother, lad, that I 
do, a good woman. And now I look at 
thee I fee that thou art her fon. Come 
in. Come in. Thou art welcome." 

Thankfully did Jack enter the humble 
cottage. He had found what he longed 
to meet — ^fome one who knew his mother. 
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Long and earneftly did he talk to Mif- 
trefs Hughes about her, and the dame 
was fomewhat aftonifhed to find his 
voice faulter and to fee tears come into 
the rough feaman's eyes as they fpoke 
of her. 

"Ah, the heart of the lad is in the 
right place I fee," flie muttered, '* though 
to be fure he don't look as if he often 
cried." 

Jack at this time had huge brown 
whifkers, and a beard big enough for a 
rook to build in, while his cheeks were 
of the colour of mahogany, and his 
hands as hard as a fmith^s anvil. Dame 
Hughes had become a widow fince Jack 
went to fea, but (he had a daughter. 
While they were talking Nancy Hughes 
came in from gleaning. Nancy was a 
good girl, though fhe had little that was 
attradlive about her except an honeft 
open countenance; but fhe was the 
daughter of the woman who had known 
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his mother, and from the firft Jack found 
his heart drawn towards her. Jack lin- 
gered on in the vilkge. The old man 
whofe fon had been killed at fea lodged 
him, and loved to liften to his tales of 
fea fights and adventures. So did Nancy. 
Before many days were over he offered 
to make Nancy his wife, and fhe con- 
fented. They were married. Jack was 
very happy. He cut out plenty of work 
for himfelf — ^built another room to the 
widow's cottage, and helped the neigh- 
bours when any work was to be done ; 
but it was not profitable. Jack, like 
many a man poffeffing far greater ex- 
perience in the world, forgot that his 
money would not laft for ever. He put 
it into a bag, which he gave to Dame 
Hughes's fafe keeping, saying he could 
get plenty more when that was gone, but 
he forgot to explain that he mull go to 
fea to get it. 

At laft Jack found that the bag was 
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getting empty. Poor Nancy was very 
fad when he told her 'he muft be off, but 
fhe faw that there was no remedy for it ; 
fo with a forrowing heart Jack fliouldered 
his flick and bundle and returned to 
Plymouth, where he had left his cheft 
and other worldly goods. 

The long war was over, and England 
was at peace with all the world, but he 
had not many days to wait before he found 
a (hip fitting out for the Pacific. The 
accounts he heard of her were favour- 
able, fo making arrangements that his 
wife fhould receive half his pay, he joined 
her for a four years cruife. 

Away went Jack on board the HerOy 
once more to make the circuit, and more 
than the circuit of the world. Some- 
times for months together he was fcorch- 
ing under the fun of the tropics. At 
others, he was frozen up among the icy 
regions of the northern pole. This voy- 
age he had only the elements, peftilence 
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and famine, to fight with. Storms were 
fkilfuUy encountered, and the Hero more 
than once narrowly efcaped fhipwreck, 
but fever vifited the frigate and carried 
off many a vidlim. Dreadful were the 
ravings of the fufferers as they lay tor- 
tured by the fell disease. Jack affifted 
to tend his (hipmates with the tendemefs 
of a woman. While others flood aloof, 
fearlefs of danger he went among them. 
Had he any talifman to guard him? No. 
But Jack knew that it was his duty to 
tend the fick, and he trufted in God's 
right arm that He would proteft him. 
The fever at lafl difappeared, and Jack 
was unharmed. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 




IVE years paffed away before 
the Hero returned once again 
to the (bores of old England. 
Jack felt himfelf of more im- 
portance than he had ever been before. 
He had now a home of his own, and 
when the (hip was paid off, while others 
were feeking further employment or 
knocking about idly in a feaport, he fet 
ofif with joy to that humble abode. It 
never occurred to him that death might 
have been bufy there of late. For many 
a long month he had not heard of Nancy. 
Neither of them were great fcribes, but 
with the aid of friends and (hipmates 
they had during his abfence contrived 
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to exchange letters. Jack trudged on 
manfully. He had brought home moft 
of his pay, though no prize money burnt 
in his pockets, yet he did not expeft to 
be received with lefs welcome. His was 
a kind trufting heart. It was dark when 
he reached his own door. He looked in 
through the little lattice window. There 
was Dame Hughes and there was his 
Nancy fitting oppofite to her bufily plying 
her needle. He pronounced her name juft 
to prepare her, as he faid, for his appear- 
ance. She gazed about with a ftartled 
look as if (he could not believe her 
fenfes. He fpoke aga.in* This time flie 
knew his voice, and It was not long 
before he had both her and her old 
mother in his arms. Jack was as happy 
as th^ live long day, and many a tale of 
wonder had he to tell about thofe curious 
South Sea Iflands and their favage inha- 
bitants, and the icebergs and the whales* 
and the Patagonian giants and the huge 
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fharks, and the waterfpouts and the 
aurora borealis. 

Two months thus paffed fpeedily 
away, and then Jack found that he muft 
go to fea once more. He would have 
liked to ftay much longer, but if Nancy 
once got ufed to him, as he faid, (he 
would not let him go at all ; fo he had 
better go while he could. This time he 
found his way to Portfmouth, and failed 
in a line of battle (hip for the Bail 
Indies. Four years foon paffed by out 
there, though before they were over he 
longed to be again at home. Fever 
vifited the (hip and carried off many 
vidlims, but he was fpared. He was in 
more than one tempeft, and formed one 
of a boat's crew who boarded a difmaded 
Indiaman, at the ri(k of their own lives, 
and were the means of preferving thofe 
of all on board. 

• On his reaching England, he found 
that a fleet was fitting out for the Medi- 
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terraneau, and that fomething was to be 
done. He would not mifs the oppor- 
tunity, though he longed to be at home ; 
fo he at once entered on board another 
line of batde ftiip, and then got a few 
days leave to run down and fee his wife. 
He found her in great affliftion, for fhe 
had juft loft her mother, and much he 
wifhed to ftay and comfort her, but duty 
called him away. Poor Nancy would be 
very lonely during his abfence, and with 
a heavier heart than he had ever before 
in his bofom he left her, her only com- 
fort his promife that he would return as 
foon as he had the power. 

Long had the unhappy Greeks groaned 
under the grinding tyranny of the Turks. 
An army under Ibrahim Pacha was 
oppreffmg them with frefh exaftions. 
Generous England, ever ready to affift 
the weak and injured, refolved to fend 
a fquadron to relieve them. It was 
placed under the command of Sir Ed- 
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ward Codrington. Jack was on board 
one of the line of battle (hips. Joined 
by the fquadrons of France and Ruffia 
they entered the harbour of Navarin, 
where the Turkifh and Egyptian fleets, 
mounting altogether nearly two thou- 
fand guns, lay moored in the form of a 
crefcent, fupported by fome heavy bat- 
teries on fhore. The Turks commenced 
hoftilities by firing on a flag of truce and 
killing an officer and feveral men. The 
Dartmouth on this opened a fire of muf- 
ketry to proteft the boat, and the a6lion 
commenced in earnest. Jack had never 
before been in a general aftion. The 
allies had about thirty fliips, and the 
Turks had a hundred, and all thefe were 
now blazing away together. Shot, and 
fliell, and muflcet balls were flying thickly 
about. Loud and deafening was the 
roar from upwards of three thoufand 
guns as they fent forth their meflengers 
of death, a dark canopy from their fmoke 



152 Jack BuntlinCy or 

forming overhead and ferving as a fune- 
ral pall to many a brave man who fell 
that day. Each British ship was oppofed 
to feveral of the foe, but difdpline and 
true courage prevailed over fanaticifm, 
and one after the other the Turkish ships 
caught fire, and many blew up with ter* 
rific explofions, deftroying their own 
crews and the ill-fated Greek prifoners 
they had on board. Jack ftood manfully 
at his gun, feeing but little of what was 
going forward ; but one thing he faw not 
to be forgotten, a British man-of-war 
cutter engage a brig and a corvette; and 
when the brig blew up, and her own 
cable being cut she drifted foul of a 
frigate, repel repeated boarding parties 
of the Turks, and in addition an attack 
from a large Turkish boat, which her 
two carronades knocked to pieces. Jack 
had feen many of his shipmates fall. As 
he was in the act of hauling away at the 
tackle to run out his gun, he felt himfelf 
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ftruck to the deck. He attempted to 
rife. 

" Let me have another shot at them/' 
he fung out, but his shattered leg shewed 
him how vain was the wish. He was 
carried below, and the furgeon made 
short work in lopping off the limb. 

Minus his leg, yet unbroken in fpirit, 
and with a heart warm as ever and his 
truft in God's mercy unabated, Jack re- 
turned once more to old England. 
Happily he had ferved long enough to 
entide him to a berth in Greenwich 
Hofpital. For that magnificent abode of 
England's gallant and worn-out defend- 
ers he accordingly bore up, and on 
his way there he fent for his faithful 
Nancy to nurfe him and keep him com- 
pany. A fmiling black countenance 
under a three-cornered gold-laced hat 
greeted him on his arrival, and he found 
his hand warmly grafped by his old 
friend Sambo, For m^ny a year were 

M 
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they known at the Hospital, and many 
a long yarn did Jack fpin of the adven- 
tures which befel him during his nautical 
career. 



THE END. 
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NEW BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

IFE Amongst the North and South American Indians; 
a Book for Boys. By Qeorge Catlin, Author of ** Notes of 
Travel Amongst the North American Indians," &c. With II- 
luBtrations. Small post Svo. cloth, 6s. 

Jack Buntlme 5 the Life of a Sailor Boy. By W. H. G. King- 
ston, Author of the " Boy's Own Book of Boats." Foolscap Svo. cloth, 2$. ; 
gilt edges, 2s. Od,. 

Paul Duncan's Little by Little ; a Tale for Boys. Edited by 
Frank Freeman. With an Illustration by Charles Keene. ,Fcap. Svo. 
cloth 28. dd.; gilt edges, Ss. 

The Children's Picture Book of the Sagacity of Animals. With 
numerous Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Super-royal 16mo. cloth. 6s. ; 
coloured, 9«. 

The Children's Picture Book of Fables. Written expressly for 
Children, and Illustrated with Fifty large Engravings, from Drawings 
by Harrison Weir. Square, cloth extra, 6s. ; or coloured, 9s. 

The Children's Treasury of Pleasure Books. With 140 Dlustra- 
tions, from Drawings by John Absolon, Edward Wehnert, and Hanison 
Weir. Plain, 6s. ; coloured, 9a. 

Little Bird Bed, and Little Bird Blue; a Tale of the Woods. 
For Little Ones. With Coloured Illustrations and Borders. Imp. Ifimo. 
bevelled cloth extra, 6s. 



List of Publications, 



Great Fun for Little Friends. With 28 Illustrations. Small 4to. 
cloth, 5s, 

Child's Play. Illustrated with Sixteen Coloured Drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in fac-simile by W. Dickes' process, and ornamented 
with Initial Letters. Imp. 16mo. cloth extra, bevelled cloth, fis. The 
Original Edition of this work was published at One Guinea. 

The Picture Alphabet 5 or Child's First Letter Book. By Mark 

Willson. [Nearly ready. 

Pictures, Letters, and Words; a Child's Primer. By Mark 

Willson. {Nearly ready. 

Fancy Tales, from the German. By J. S. Laurie, H. M. In- 
spector of Schools, and Otto Striedinger. Illustrated by H. Sandercock. 
Super-royal 16mo. cloth, bs. 

The Nursery Playmate. With 200 Illustrations, beautifully 
printed on thick paper. 4to. Illustrated boards, 6ff. ; or the whole, well 
coloured, 10s. ^. 

The Babes in the Basket : a Tale of the West Indian Insurrec- 
tion. With an Illustration. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2<. ; gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

Difficulties Overcome ; or, Scenes in the Life of Alexander Wil- 
son, the Ornithologist. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 'Is. 

Llus- 
cloth, 6s. 

Ernest Bracebridge : or, Schoolboy Days, by W. H. G. Kingston, 
Author of " Peter the Whaler," &c. Illustrated with Sixteen Engrav- 
ings, printed in TintK by Edmund Evans. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 



The Boy's Own Book of Boats. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

trations by £. Weedon, engraved by W. J. Linton. Fcap. 8to. ( 



The Voyage of the " Constance : " a Tale of the Arctic Seas. 
With an Appendix, comprising the Story of " The Fox." By Mary Gil- 
lies. Illustrated with Eight Engravings on Wood, firom Drawings by 
Charles Keene. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5s, 

The Swiss Family Robinson ; or, the Adventures of a Father and 

Mother and Four Sons on a Desert Island. With Explanatory Notes and 
Illustrations. First and Second Series. New Edition, complete in one 
volume, ds. Qd. 

The Child's Book of Nature, by W. Hooker, M.D. With 180 
tllnstrations. Sq. 12mo. cloth, bevelled. Ss. 6d. 

Actea: a First Lesson in Natural History. By Mrs. Agassiz. 
Edited by Professor Agassis. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

How to Make Miniature Pumps and a Fire-Engine : a Book for 
Boys. With Seven Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Geography for my Children. By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin," &c. Arranged and Edited by an Eng- 
lish Lady, under the Direction of the Authoress. With upwards of Fifty 
Illustrations. Cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

The Boy Missionary ; a Tale for Young People. By Mrs. J. M. 
Parker. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, Is. Qd, 



Sampson Low, Son, and Co.^s 



The Household Library of Tale and Travel; a Series of Works 
ipecially adapted for Family Reading, DUtrict libraries and Book Clubs, 
^esentotion and Prise Books:— 



I. Thaokftilness ; a Narrative. By 

Charles B. Tayler, M J^. 4th 
Edition. 8«. ft/. 

3. Earnestness; a Sequel. By the 

Same. Third Edition. 8f . ed. 
8. Truth; or, Persis Clareton. By 
the Same. 2s. 6d. 

4. Recollections of Alderbrook. By 

Emily Judson. 3f. M. 

5. Tales of New England Life. By 

Mrs. Stove. 2». 6rf. 

6. Sunny Memories inForeignLands. 

By the Same. 28. 6d. 

7. Shadyside; a Tale. By Mrs. 

Hubbell. Ss.Qd. 

8. Memorials of an Only Daughter. 

By the Same. Ss. 6d. 

9. The Golden Sunset. By Miss 

Boulton. 28. 6d. 
10. Mabel Vaughan. By the Author 
of " The Lamplighter." 3s. M. 

II. Types of Womanhood. By the 
author of '* Ethel." 28. 6d. 



12. The Hills of the Shatemuc. By 
Miss Warner. 28. 6d. 

15. The Nun. By Mrs. Sherwood. 

28. ed. 
14. The Unprotected; a Narrative. 
By a London Dressmaker. 5s, 

16. Dred; a Tale of the Great Dismal 

Swamp. ByMrs.Stowe. 28. Gd. 

16. Swiss Family Robinson, and 8e- 

Juel. Complete edition, 3s. 6d. 
Uustrated. 

17. Legends and Records. By Chas. 

B. Tayler, M.A. 3s. 6rf. 

18. Records of a Good Man's Life. By 

the Same. 3s. 6d. 

19. Life Allegories and Similitades. 

By Dr. Cheever. 2s. 6rf. 

20. The Fools' Pence, and other Nar- 

ratives of Every-day Life. Il- 
lustrated, cloth, 3s. eJ. ; or in 
stiff cover, 2s. 6rf. 

21. The Boy Mi^8ionary. By Mrs. 

J. M. Parker. 2s. 6d.; or in 
sti£P covers. Is. M. 



• * The above are printed in pood type and on the best paper, bound 
in cloth, gilt back; each work distinct and sold separately. 



IN 



OF 




LITERATURE AND "W^ORKS 
REFERENCE. 

FHE Charities of London in 1861. Fcap. Svo. cloth. 

[Nearly ready. 
The English Catalogue— 1835 to 1862. An entirely 
New Work, amalgamating the London and the British Cata- 
logues. Un Preparation. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United Kingdom 
during the last Twenty Years— 1837-1867. One vol. royal Svo. Mo- 
rocco, 1/. 6s. 

Although nominally the Index to the British Catalogue, it is equally 
so to all general Catalogues of Books during the same period, containing 
as many as 74,000 references, under subjects, so as to ensure immediate 
reference to the books on the subject required, each giving title, price, 
publisher, and date. . . , „ ,. . - « 

Two valuable Appendices are also given— A, containing full lists of all 
Libraries, Collections, Series, and Miscellanie*— and B, a List of Literary 
Societies, Printing Societies, and their Issues. 
Quarterly Index to Current Literature, comprising a Reference, un- 
der Author and Subject, to every Book published in the English Language 
during the quarter: each Reference giving Size, Price, Publisher, &c.; 
also to Articles in Science, Literature, and Art, in Serial Publications, 
including the "Times" Nevrepaper, the Weekly, Monthly, and Quarterly 
Reviews, &c. &c. By Sampson Low. Subscription, including postage, 
4s. 4</. per annum. 

* * The first year's Subscription entitles Subscribers to the issue of 1 
to 4 for the whole of 1859, in one alphabet, and in future the Publication 
will be continued Quarterly. 



List of Publications. 



The American Cataloeue, or Eng^lish Guide to American Lite- 
rature ; giving the fnU title of original Works published in the United 
States of America since the year 1800, with especial reference to the 
works of interest to Oreat Britain, with the sue, price, place, date 
of publication, and London prices. With oomprehensiTe Index. 8vo. 
2«. (k{. Also Supplement, 1837-60. 8to. 6cf. 

The Publishers' Circular, and General Kecord of British and 
Foreign Literature ; S[iving a transcript of the title-page of every work 
published in Qreat Britain, and every work of interest published abroad, 
with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the 1st and 16th of every Month, and forwarded 
post firee to all parts of the world on payment of 8«. per annum. 
%* Established by the Publishers of London in 1837. 

The Handy-book of Patent and Copyright Law, Enelish and 
Foreign, for the use of Inventors, Patentees, Authors, and Publishers. 
Comprisiuff the Law and Practice of Patents, the Law of Copjrright of 
Designs, the Law of Literary Copyright. By James Fraser, Esq. Post 
8vo. cloth, 4«. 6d. (Uniform witn Lord St. Leonard's " Handy-book of 
Property Law.") 

A Concise Summary of the Law of English and French Copyright 
Law and International Law, by Peter Burke. 12mo. 6s, 

Dr. Worcester's New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary of the 
English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, compris- 
ing 40,000 'V^^rds more tnan Johnson's JJictionary, and 250 pages more 
than the Quarto Edition of Webster's Dictionary. In one Volume, royal 
4to. cloth, 1,834 pp. price SU.Qd. The Cheapest Book^ever published. 

" The volumes before us show a vast amount of dili{i^ence; but with ^ 
Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness, — with Worcester in ' 
combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the soberer and 
safer book, and may be pronounced the best existing English Lexicon." 

Athenaumy July 13, 1861. 

*' We have devoted a very considerable amount of time and labour to 
the examination of * Worcester's Quarto Dictionary of the English Lan- 
guage,' and we have risen firom the task with feelings of no ordinary satis- 
faction at the result, and admiration of the care, scholarship, philosophical 
method, and honest fidelity of which this noble work bears the impress upon 
every page .... As a complete and faithful dictionary of our language in 
its present state, satisfying to the full those requirements the fulfilment of 
which we have laid down as essential to such a work, we know no work that 
can bear comparison with it." — LUerary Gazette. 

*' We will now take leave of this magnificent monument of patient toil, care- 
Ail research, judicious selection, and magnanimous self-denial (for it requires 
great self-denial to abstain from undesired originality), with a hearty wish 
for its success. It is sad to think that the result of so much labour, from 
which Hercules, had he been intellectually inclined, would have shrunk ap- 
palled, should be barren fame ; yet we can easily believe that Dr. Worcester 
(as he says) expects no adequate pecuniary compensation for hw gigantic un- 
dertaking : for it is difficult to imagine a sum which could adequately com- 
pensate the man who has produced the completest and the cheapest English 
Dictionary which the world has yet seen."~CVi^u;. 

Lectures on the English Language. By the Hon. George F. 
Marsh, late U. S. Ambassador at Constantinople. 8vo. Cloth, 16s. 
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EDVCATIONAXi. 

EOGRAPHY for my Children, by Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 

Fifty Illostratioos. Sq. 8vo. 4«. 6<2. 

A System of Physical Geography, by D. M. Warren. 

With Coloured Maps. 4to. Is, 6d. 

Latin-English Lexicon, by Dr. Andrews. 7th Edition. 8yo. 18s. 

A Manual of the Chaldee Langnage ; containing a Chaldee Gram- 
nur, ehiefly firom the Germaa of Professor G. B. Winer. By Elias Biggs, 
D.D. Second Edition, revised. Post 8to. cloth, 7«. 6J. 

The Grammar of English Grammars ; Historical and Critical, 
by Qoold Brown. Becond Edition. 8to. 25$. 

First Book in'Composition, by F. Brookfield. ISmo. 2s. 6J. 

Art of Elocution, with a Modem Speaker, by George Yandenhoff. 

Second Edition. 12mo. 6s. 

The Laws of Life, with especial reference to the Education of 
Girls. By Elizabeth Blackwell, M.D. New Edition, revised by the 
Author, 12mo. cloth, 8s. M. 

Letters to the People, on Health and Happiness ; by Catherine 
E. Beecher. Illnstrated. 12mo. 3s. 6d. 

Physiology and Calisthenics ; by the same Author. Illustrations. 
12mo. 8s. 6d. 

Select British Eloquence, by Chauncy A. Goodrich. 8vo. cL 18s. 

Prize Essay on Adult Education, and How to promote it. By 
W. John Bullock, M.B.C.P. Foolscap Svo. limp cloth, Is. 6d. 

HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 

HE Twelve Great Battles of England, from Hastings to 
Waterloo. Dedicated to Volunteers. Foolscap 8vo., well bound, 
with Plans and Illustrated cover, price 2s. 6a. 

Plutarch's Lives. An entirely new Library Edition, carefully 
revised and corrected, with some Original Translations by the Editor. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. sometime Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, 
and late Professor of JSnglish Langnage and Literature at Univernty 
College. 6 vols. Svo. cloth. 21, 10s. 

The Life, Travels, and Books of Alex. Von Humboldt. With an 
Introduction by Bayard Taylor, Author of " Life and Landscapes in 
Egypt," &c. In one vol. post Svo. cloth, 8s. 6d. with portrait on steel. 

A Popular Life of Abraham Lincoln, the President of the United 
States of America. To which is appended, an Historical Sketch of Slavery, 
reprinted from the Times, by permission. I2mo. cloth, ds. 6d. ; or Popular 
Edition, fcap. limp, Is. 

The Life of General Havelock, K.C.B. By the Hon. J.T.Headley, 
late Secretary of the State of New Yorlc. In one vol. post Svo. cloth, 




List of Puhlicatums. 




Pttblio Economy of the Athenians, by Augustus Boeokb, from 
the and Oermaa Edition. 8vo. 2li. 

The Works of Josephus, with a Life written by Himself. Trans- 
lated from the original Qreek, inclndlng Explanatory Notes and Obser- 
xations. By William Whiston, A.M. With a Complete Index. 4 vols. 
8ro. cloth, 24v. ^ 

A Diary of the American Revolution, from Official and Authentio 
fonrces. By Frank Moore. With several Engravings on Bteel, Maps. 
Plans, &c. a vols. 8vo. 1/. 10«. 

George Washington's Life, by Washington Irving. Library 

Illnstrated Edition. 6 vols. Imp. 8vo. 4/. is. Library £^t. Royal 8vo. 
I2s, each. 

Life of John Adams, 2nd President of the United States, by C. 
F. Adams. 8vo. 14«. Life and Works complete, 10 vols. 14«. each. 



TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE. 

FTEB Icebergs with a Fainter; a Summer's Voyage to 
Labrador. Sy the Rev. Louis L. Noble. Post 8vo. witn co- 
l.oared plates, cloth, lOs. 6d. 

Journeys and Explorations in the Cotton Kingdom : a Traveller's 
Experience of Cotton and Slavery in the Slave States ofAmerica. Com- 
piled from three former Volumes, with Recent Observations. By Fred. 
Law Olmstead, Esq. With Map. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, price 2U. 

Slavery and Secession : Historical and Economical. By Thomas 
Ellison, Esq., F.S.S., of Liverpool ; Author of " A Handbook of the Cotton 
Trade." With Coloured Map, and numerous Appendices of State Papers, 
Population Returns, New and Old Tariflh, &c., forming a Complete 
Handbook of Reference on all Matters connected with the War. 1 vol. 
post 8vo. cloth, 98. Qd. 
" A succinct history of the American quarrel, with an estimate of its 
probable cause and proximate issue. To the information Mr. Ellison has al- 
ready acquired, he nas added a faculty of inference equal to the occasion, 
and such a rational estimate of the work required of him, that he has com- 
piled a convenient book of reference, available in some other respects to the 
journalist and politician."— rtmtf«, August 18. 

" Abounds with impartial and amply authenticated information. It is a 
volume that was mucn wanted, and one which we can highly recommend." — 
Daily News, July 22. 

The Ordeal of Free Labour in the British West Indies. By Wil- 
liam Q. Sewell. Post 8vo. cloth. Is. ed. 

From Calcutta to Pekin. A Personal Narrative of the Late War. 
T a Staff Officer. The onl^ Authentic Narrative of the late War with 
hina. In popular form, price 25. 6d. 

The Cottages of the Alps : or, Life and Manners in Switzer- 
land. By a Lady. IDnstrac .d with the Crests of the Cantons. 2 vols, 
post 8vo. Cloth extra, 2l«. 

" A valuable sketch of the present state of Stoitzerland."^ExKminer. 

" A book that has been long wanted."— DbxIj News. 
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The Prairie and 0?erland Traveller; a CompaDion for Emi^rarts, 

Traders, Travellers, Hunters, and Soldiers, traversing great Plains uid 

Prairies. B7 Ci^pt. R. B. Marcef. lUnstrated. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 8s. 6(i. 

** This is a real, careftilly executed collection of information and expe- 

rienees, the which every one who takes up will hardly- lay down until he oas 

ratd from A to Z It is not only valuable to the mpecial traveller, but 

fascinating to the general reader The author is as full of matter as any 

old sailor who has sailed four times round the world."— ^tA^Tueitm. 

Ten Years of IVeacher Life ; Chapters from an Antobiograpay . 
By William Henry Milbum, Author of *' Rifle, Axe, and Saddle-Baa^s." 
with Introduction by the Rev. William Arthur, Author of « The Sncoess- 
fU Merchant," &c. Crown 8vo. cloth. 4s. ^, 

Travels in Greece and Bnssia. With an Excursion to Crete. By 
Bayard Taylor, Author of " Summer and Winter Pictures in Sweden, 
Norway, and Lapland." Post 8vo. cloth, with two Illustrations. 7s. ^. 

Summer and Winter Pictures of Sweden, Lapland, and Norway, 
by Bayard Taybr. Post 8vo. cloth, 8s. 6<2. 

Waikna; or, Adventures on the Mosquito Shore. By E. G. 
Souier, Esq. Author of ** Travels in Central America." 12mo. boards. 
Illustrated cover. Third Edition, price Is. 0(f. 
*^A ncaraiive of thrilling adventure and singular beaufy/'—Dtalj News. 

Southern Lights and Shadows ; a book for intending Emigrants 
to Australia, by Frank Fowler, late of Her Majesty's Civil Service, New 
South Wales. Cloth extra, 2s. 6d. ; or cheap edition, Is. 6cf. 

The States of Central America, by E. G. Squier. Cloth. 18«. 

A Health Trip to the Tropics, by N. Parker Willis. Post 8vo. 
10S.W. 

Canada and its Besources. Two Prize Essays, by Hogan and 
Morris. 7s., or separately, Is. (id, each, and Map, 3s. 

Central Africa ; or, Life and Landscapes from Egypt to the Negro 
Kingdoms of the White Nile, by Bayard Taylor. 7s. Oa. 

India, China, and Japan, by Bayard Taylor. 7«. 6<2. 

Palestine, Asia Minor, Sicily, and Spain. By Bayard Taylor. 
(2nd Edition.) Is.ed. 

Boat-Life and Tent-Life in Egypt, Nubia, and the Holy Land, 
by W. C. Prime. 2 vols. Post 8vo. 17s. 

Letters from Spain and Other Countries in 1857-8. By William 
Cullen Bryant. Post 8vo. cloth. 8s. 6d. 

The Attach^ in Madrid ; or. Sketches of the Court of Isabella II. 
From the German. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

At Home and Abroad, by Madame Ossoli Fuller. 7«. 6<i. 

Sunny Memories of Foreign Lands ; by Mrs. Harriet Beecher 

Stowe. With 00 Illustrations. 2s. 6cf. 

Impressions of England, by the Ber. A. Cleveland Coxe. 61. 



List of Publicaiiont. 



■OIBNOB AND DIIOOVBRY. 

I^HE Physical Geography of the Sea and its Meteorology $ 
or, ta0 Economf of tne Mea and it« AdaptaUonSi it« Baltt, lU 
Wat«n, ita ClimatM, iu InhabitaoU, and whatever there may 
be of general intereit in Iti Commercial Umm or InduNtrittl 
PunulU. Bv Commander M. F. Maurv, LL.D. Tenth Edi- 
tion, being the Second Edition of the Author'! revisea and enlarged Work. 
Po«t 8vo. cloth extra, 8f . ed. 

Thin editionf at well oi iti immediate predeceteor, includes all the retearchet 
and obiervatitMM of the laet three j/eart, and ie cuftyright in ICngland and on 
the Continent. The public are cautioned againat reprintn of the old edition, 
which arepublithed against the author's reijueet, although bearing 1861 on the 
title-page. 




•• We err greatly if Lient. Manrys 
book will not hereafter be clanied with 
the worki of the great men who have 
taken the lead in extending and im- 
proving knowledge and art ; his book 



difplays in a remarkable degree, like 
the ' Advancement of Learning/ and 
the * Natural HiMtory* of Buffon, pro- 
found renearch and magnificent ima- 
gination."— ///ta^ra^ Z.<m«^ Altfi^f. 



The Kedge Anchor \ or, Young Sailor's Assistant, by William 
Brady. Seventy lUuitrationi. 8vo. lOf. 

Theory of the Winds, by Capt. Charles Wilkes. Svo.d. St.6d. 

Archaia : or, Studies of the Cosmogony and Natural History of 

the Hebrew Bcriptnree. By Profeeaor I)awion, Principal of McQill 

College, Canada. Poit 8vo. cloth, Is. <U. 

** It if refreshing to meet with an anthor who hae reflected deeply, and 

observed as well as read fully, before he has put forward his pages in print. 

He will be remembered, and perhaps read, when incompetent writers have 

been forgotten. We heartily commend this book to intelligent and thoughtful 

readers : it will not suit others. Its tone throughout is good, while as much is 

.condensed in this one volume as will be required by the general student."— 

Athenaum. 

Ichnographs, from th^ Sandstone of the Connecticut River, 
Msssachusetts, U. S. A. By James Dean, M.D. One volume, 4to. with 
Forty-six Plates, cloth, 27«. 

The Recent Progress of Astronomy, by Elias Loomis, LL.D. 
8rd£diaon. Post8vo. Is.ed. 

An Introduction to Practical Astronomy, by the Same. 8vo« 
eloth. 8s. 

The Bible and Astronomy, by Dr. Kurtz, from the 3rd German 
Edition. PostSvo. Is.ii, 

System of Mineralogy, by James D. Dana. New Edit. Revised, 
With Numerous Engravings. 3 vols. 8vo. Ut. 

Cyclopttdiaof Mathematical Science, by Davles and Peck. 8vo, 
'"^- - 18«. 



The Canadian Naturalist and Geologist. 6vo. Bimonthly. 3f. 

The Practice of Photography t a Manual for Students and Ama- 
teurs, by Philip H. Delamotte, F.B.A. SrdEdiUon. it.6d. 
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TRADE, COMMERCE, AND AGRICUIiTURE. 

HISTORY of Coal, Coke, Coal Fields, the Winning 

and Working of Collieries, Varieties of Coal, Mine Surveying, 
and Government Inspection. Iron, its ores and processes of 
-^.-^ Manufactnre thronghont Ghreat Britain, France, Belgium, &c. 
^^^*^ Including Estimates of the Capital required to embark in the 
Coal, Coke, or Iron Trades ; the probable amount of profit to be realised ; 
value of Mineral Property, See. &c. By. W. Fordyce, Author of a His- 
tory of the County Palatine of Durham. Imp. 4to. cloth. 2/. 10s. ; or, in 
half morocco, 21. 125. 6d. 

History of the Rise and Progress of the Iron Trade of the United 
States, firom 1621 to 1857 ,' with numerous Statistical Tables relating to 
the Manufacture, Importation, Exportation, and Prices of Iron for more 
than a Century. By B. F. French. 8vo. cloth. 10s. 

Hunt's Merchants' Magazine (Monthly). 2s. 6d. 

Pleasant Talk about Fruits, Flowers, and Farming. By Henrj 
Ward Beecher, Author of ** Life Thoughts." In ornamental cloth, price 
2s. M. 
FuU ofpletuant and valuable mformaiion not tuuaUy met with in books. 

The Book of Farm Implements, and their Construction ; by John 
L. Thomas. With 200 Illustrations. 12mo. Os. 6tf. 

The Practical Surveyor's Guide j by A. Duncan. Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 



ARCHITECTURE AND DRAWING. 

ESIGNS for Parish Churches; with 100 Illustrations. 
By J. Coleman Hart. 8vo. cloth. 21s. 

Villas and Cottages ; by Calvert Yaux, Architect. 300 

Illustrations. 8to. cloth. 12s. 

The Amateur's Drawing Book, and Basis of Study for the Pro- 
fessional Artist. By J. O. Chapman, M.A. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. 4to. cloth, gilt top. One Ghiinea. 

Compositions in Outline. By Felix O. C Darley. From Judd's 
Margaret. Folio. Originally published at Three Guineas. 12. Is. 



THEOLOGY. 

HE Land and the Book, or Biblical Illustrations drawn 
from the Manners and Customs, the Scenes and the Scenery 
of the Holy Land, by W. M. Thomson, M.D., twenty-five 
years a Missionary in Syria and Palestine. With 3 Maps and 
several hundred Illustrations. 2 vols. Post 8vo. cloth. 1/. Is. 

A Topographical Picture of Ancient Jerusalem 5 beautifully co- 
loured, rf ine feet by six feet, on rollers, varnished. 3/. 3s. 





" The name of this author has been 
so often before the English public^ and 
generall}/ m association mth works of 
considercUtle meritt that a very hrvef 
mention on our part will su^e to 
make our readers anxious to obtain 
thiSf his last and very best book.'* 
Literary Churchman. 



List of Puhli4XLtim8, 1 1 

Nature and the Supernatural. By Horace Bu8hnell,D.D. One 
vol. Post 8vo. cloth, Of. 

Dr. Bushnell'fl Christian Nurture. If. M, 

Dr. Bushnell's Character of Jesus. 6(1. 

Dr. Bushnell's New Life. If. 6<i. 

Thoughts on the Services; or, Meditations before Worship. 

Desiffned as an Introdaction to the Litanry, and an Aid to it« Devout Use. 
By Rev. A. Cleveland Coze, Rector of Christohuroh, Baltimore, Author 
of '* Impressions of Ensland." Revised for the use of the Church of 
England, by the Rev. Leopold John Bernays, M.A. Printed by Whit- 
tingham. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, red edges. Ss. 6a. 

** Any one who is acquainted uHth 
Mr. Cleveland Coxe^s works will anti- 
cipate the character of his * Thoughts 
on the Services.* Though by no means 
deficient in ritualistic information^ the 
book aims rat/uir at presenting the de- 
votional aspect of the services of the 
Christian year. This object it fulfils 
by its simple and affectionate tone.^* 
Guardian. 

Scattered Pearls Strune Together ; being an arrangement of the 
Precepts, Promises, Judgments, Prayers, &c. &o., contained in the Book 
of Psalms. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. limp cloth, Is. (id. 

A Short Method of Prayer ; an Analysis of a Work so entitled 
by Madame de la Mothe-Ghiyon ; bv Thomas C. Upham, Professor of 
Mental and Moral Philosophy in Bowdoin College, U.S. America. Printed 
by Whittingham. 12mo. cloth. Is. 

Prevailing Prayer. With Introduction by Norman Macleod, 
D.D., Author of ** The Earnest Student," &o. Fcap. cloth. Is. Qd. 

Christian Believing and Living. By F. D. Huntington, D.D. 
Crown Bvo. cloth, is. Qd. 

" For Areshness of thought, power of illustration, and evangelical 'ear- 
nestness, these writers [Dr. Huntington and Dr. Bushnell] are not surpassed 
by the ablest theologians in the palmiest days of the Church."— Ca/eaontan 
Mercury. 

The Power of Prayer, Illustrated by the wonderful Displays of 

Divine Orace during the American Revival in 1857 and 1868, by Samuel J. 
Prime, Author of ** Travels in Europe and the East." 12mo. cloth. 3*. 
Cheap edition, Is. 

Ood in the Dwelling ; or, the Beligious Training of a Household. 
By the Rev. Dudley A. I^g. Fcap. 8vo. limp cloth, 1«. 

Life Thoughts. By the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. Two Series, 
complete in one volume, well printed and well bound. 2.9. M. Superior 
edition, illnstrated with ornamented borders. Sm. 4to. cloth extra. Is. ed» 
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Summer in the Soul; or, Views and Experiences of Religious 
SnbjecU. Bj the Rev. Heniy Ward Beecher, Author of" Life ThonghU." 
In fcp. 8vo. cloth extra. 2s. 6(^ 

Communings upon Daily Texts, tending to a Life of Practical 
Holiness. *' C^nunone with yonr own heart." — Psalm iv. 4. Post 8to. 
cloth. 6s, 

The Bible in England : by the Rey. C. D. Bell, Incumbent of St. 
John's, Hampstead. 4d. 

The Miner's Sons ; Martin Luther and Henry Martyn, by the 
same Author. 12mo. Is. 

Faith in Earnest ; by the same Author. Fcp. Syo. doth. It, 6d. 

A Complete Analysis of the Holy Bible, based on the Works of 
the learned Talbot ; hj the Ber. Nathaniel West, D.D. Boyal Syo. cl. SOs. 

Twelve Aspects of Christ; or, Christ All in All, by ihe Rev. 
Qeorge Fisk, Vicar of Malvern. Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

The Rich Kinsman: or, the History of Ruth the Moabitess, by 
the Bev. Stephen Tyng, D.D. Post 8vo. 6s. 

The Life of the Apostle Peter; by the Rev. Dr. Lee, Bishop of 

Delaware. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 

History of the Old Hundredth Fsahn ; by H. W. Havergall. 8vo. 
Ss.6d. 

Presbyterian Looking for the Church. Fcp. 8vo. cloth. 6<. M. 

Sermons for all Seasons ; by the Rev. Charles B. Tayler, M.A. 

Fcp. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

Sermons for Family Reading ; by the Rev. William Short, Rector 
of St. George-the-Martyr, Queen Square. 8yo. cloth. lOf. 6d. 

Sermons for Boys ; or, the Church in the Schoolroom, by the Rev. 
L. J. Bemays. Fcp. 8to. 6s. 

FrofessorUpham's Life ofFaith, and Interior Life. 2 vols. 5<.6d. 
each. 

Professor Upham*s Divine Union. 7#. 6d. 

Life and Experience of Madame de la Mothe Guyon. By Pro- 
fessor Upham. Edited by an English Clergyman. Crown 8yo. cloth, with 
Portrait. Third Edition, Is. Gd. 

Life of Madame Catherine Adoma; 12mo. doth. 4f« M, 
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JmAVt and jurisprudsncb. 

UMMABT of the Law of Copyright and International 
Treatises ; bj Peter Bnrke. Idmo. 5s. 

Elements of International Law; by Henry Wheaton» 
LL.D. 6th edit, royal 8vo. 81«. 6d. 

History of the Iaw of Nations ; by the Same, Royal 8yo. cloth. 
3l«. W. 

Commentaries on American Law ; by Chancellor Kent. Ninth 
and entirely New Edition. 4 vols. 8to. calf. 5/. 6s. ; cloth, 41. 10s. 

Lectures on the Constitutional Jurisprudence of the United States, 
by W. A. Dner, LL.D. 12mo. 10s. Qd. 

Principles of Political Economy ; by Francis Bowen. 8yo. cl. 1 4<. 

Treatise on the Law of Evidence ; by Simon Greenleaf, LL.D. 

8 vols. 8vo. calf. 4i. 4s. 

A Treatise on the Measure of Damages ; or, An Enquiry into 
the Principles which govern the Amount of Compensation in Courts of 
Justice. jBy Theodore Sedgwick. Third revised Edition, enlarged. 
Imperial 8vo. cloth. 31s. ^. 

Justice Story's Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 
states. 2 vols. Sds. 

Justice Story's Commentaries on the Laws, viz. Bailments — 
Agency — Bills of Exchange — Promissory Notes — Partnership — and Con- 
flict of Laws. 6 vols. 8vo. cloth, each 28s. 

Justice Story's Equity Jurisprudence, 2 vols. 8vo. 63s,; and 
Equity Pleadings. 1 vol. 8vo. 81s. 6d. 

W. W. Story's Treatise on the Law of Contracts. Fourth Edi- 
tion, greatly enlarged and revised. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, 635. 



MEDICAL. 

UMAN Physiology, Statical and Dynamical; by Dr. 
Draper. 800 Illustrations. 8vo. 255. 

A Treatise on the Practice of Medicine 5 by Dr. George 
B.Wood. Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 865. 

A Treatise on Fractures, by J. F. Malgaigne, Chirurgien de 
I'Hdpital Saint Louis, Translated, with Notes and Additions, by John H. 
Packard, M.D. With 106 Illustrations. 8vo. sheep. 1/. Is. 

The History of Prostitution; its Extent, Causes, and Effects 
throughout the World : by William Sanger, M.D. 8vo. cloth. Ids. 
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A History of Medicine, from its Origin to the Nineteenth Century. 
By Dr. P. V. Benonard. 8vo. 18«. 

Letters to a Tonng Physician just entering upon Practice ; by 
James Jackson, MTD. Fcp. 8to. 58. 

Lectures on the Diseases of Women and Children. By Dr. G. S. 
Bedford. 4th Edition. 8vo. 18«: 

Principles and Practice of Dental Surgery ; by C. A. Harris. 6th 
Edition. Svo. 2is. 

Chemical and Pharmaceutical Manipulations ; by C. and C. Morfit. 
Boyal 8vo. Second Edition enlarged. 2U. 



POETRY. 

NGLISH and Scotch Ballads, &c. An extensiye Col- 
lection. Designed as a Complement to the Works of the British 
Poets, and embracing nearly all the Ancient and Traditionary 
Ballads both of England and Scotland, in all the important 
varieties of form in which they are extant, with Notices of the 
kindred Ballads of other Nations. Edited by F. J. Child. A new Edi- 
tion, revised by the Editor. 8 vols. fcap. cloth, 3s. M. each, uniform with 
Bohn's Libraries. 

Souvenir of Modem Minstrelsy; comprising a Biographical 
Sketch and Specimens of the Poetry of Living Poets. With a Medallion 
Portrait of Alfred Tennyson, Esq., Poet- Laureate. Foolscap, cloth, be- 
velled boards, 3s. 6d. 

Saul : a Drama, in Three Parts. Second Edition, post 8yo. 
cloth, 6s. 

The Painted Window; a Poem, by M. E. Arnold. Second 
Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Sabbath Haltin^s in Life's Wilderness : or. Sacred Poems for 
every Sunday m the Year. By H. Outis. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 4s. M, 

Adventures of a Summer Eve 5 by W. G. T. Barter. 12mo. 6s. 

Lee Shore and other Poems ; by James M. Share. 12mo. 2s. 6c2. 

Poets and Poetry of Europe; by Henry W. Longfellow. 8vo. 21s. 

Poetry of the East 5 by W. R. Alger. 8vo. 6s. 

Codrus ; a Tragedy, by Bichard NeaL Fcap. 8vo. doth. 2s. 6<L 

Shakespeare's Tragedy of Hamlet : 1603-1604. Being the first and 
second Editions <n Shakespeare's great drama, faithfully reprinted with 
old-faced type on fine- toned paper, by Josiah Allen, jun. of Birmingham, 
from the Duke of Devonshire's celebrated copies, and dedicated, by per- 
mission, to his Grace. 8vo. cloth, 10s. M. ; morocco, 31s. 
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yOVULAR BOOK! AT VOPUIiAlt PRIOEl. 

JLICE CAREY'S Pictures of Country Life. 1$. 6rf. 
Angel over the Right Shoulder. If. 
Boy Missionary ; by Mrs. J. M. Parker, li. 6<£. 
Domestic Servants, their Duties and Rights j by a Barrister. 1«. 
Dred) by Mrs. H. B. Stowe. (160th thousand.) U. ed. 
Pools' Pence, and other Tales ; by C B. Tayler, M. A. 2f. ed. 
Life Thoughts. By the Rev. Henry Ward Boecher, 2<. 
Lights and Shades of Australian Life. If. 6</. 
Mabel Vaughan ; by the A uthor of ** The Lamplighter." If. M, 
Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions, by WUliam Allen Butler. If . 
Power of Prayer J by Dr. Prime. If. 
Records of Alderbrook ; by Emily Judson. If. 
Riile, Axe, and Saddlebags. If. 6d, 
Shadyside j by a Pastor's Wife. If. 
Tales and Sketches (complete) ; by Mrs. Stowe. If. 
Truth ; by Charles B. Tayler, M. A. Is. 6(f . 
Waikna; or, Adventures on the Mosquito Shore. If. 6(2. 
Wolfert's Roost, and other Tales j by Washington Irving. If. 

riOTION. 

IIB Professor at the Breakfast Table. By Oliver Wen- 
dell Holmen, Author of the '* Autocrat st the Dreakfoit 
Tivble." New Edition. Fcap. 8f. M. 

The Autocrat at the Breakfast Table. By the Same 
Author. New Edition. Cloth, 2a. Qd. 

Types of Womanhood ; in Four Stories. Reprinted from " Eraser's 
Magaiine," " Household Wordi," &c. Story 1. Our Wiih. Story 2. Four 
Sisters. Story S. Bertha's Love. Story 4. The Ordeal. By the Author 
of " Ethel/' ** Sister Anne/\&o. Fcap. cloth, fancy boards. 3f. 

The Angels' Song ; a Christian Retrospect. By Charles B. Tay- 
ler. with lUnsUrations. 68. 

Blanche Neville J a Tale of Married Life. By Rev. C. D. Bell. 6f. 

The 160th Thousand of Mrs. Beecher Slowe's " Dred." 2f. 6<2. 
Cheap edition, Is. 6d, 

The Pearl of Orr's Island. A Story of the Coast of Maine. By 
Mrs. Harriet Bewher Stowe. Author of" Uncle Tom's Cabin," " Minis- 
ter's Wooing." In popular form, 1«. 6d,t or oloth, 2a. Qd. 
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Fiction — continued. 

The Minister's Wooins : a Tale of New England. By the Author 
of ** Uncle Tom's Cabm." Two Editions :— 1. In post 8to. cloth, -with 
Thirteen Illnstrations by Hablot K. Browne, Is. 6(i.— 2. Popnlar Edition* 
crown Svo. cloth, with a Design by the same Artist. 28. 6a. 

When the Snow Falls. By W. Moy Thomas. A Book for Christ- 
mas and the Fireside. 2 vols, post Svo. 1/. Is. 



** A story book that will not quickly 
fitll oat of reqaest. There is a deli- 
cacy of conception in the tales often 



poetical, and the carefulness of their 
execution is a comfort to all educated 
reBdexs."—Eza7inner. 



Mabel Vaughan ; by Miss Cummins, Author of ** The Lamp- 
lighter." Edited by Mrs. Oaskell. Cloth, 3«. ed. Cheap edition. Is. 6d. 

ncteVy and one which may be safely 
held up for admiration." — Saturday 
Review. 

** * Mabel Vaughan ' is a quiet and 
intensely good story — the book is care- 
fully written." ^^Aenmon. 



" Had we our will, the women of 
England should each possess a copy 
of ' Mabel Vaughan.'" — Wesleyan 
Times. 

** We wish it success for the sake of 
the pure intention with which it was 
written. Mabel is a charming cha- 

%* In ordering this book, specify Mrs. Gaskell's Edition, as the Author 
has no interest in any other. 

£1 Fureidis : a Tale of Mount Lebanon and the Christian Set- 
tlements in Syria. By Maria 8. Cummins, Author of " The Lamp- 
lighter." Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6(/.— Also, Library Edition, Second Thousand, 
2 vols, crown Svo. cloth gilt, 10«. M. 



" One of the best novels of modem 
times : a novel as rich in pure senti- 
ment as it is in Christian philosophy, 
and as glowing in its portraiture of 
Oriental lire as in its description of 
scenery." — City Press. 

" The author has made good use of 
her material, and has shown both 
skill and industry : she has evidently 
taken great pains with her work."— 
Atheneetan. 



" A thoroughly good book." — Morn- 
ing Star. 

" The best novels, of which • El 
Fureidis ' is one." — Glasaow Herald. 

" Not only has Miss dummins en- 
hanced her reputation by her present 
production, but literature has gained 
a valuable acquisition in this spirited 
and heart-stirring romance of * £1 
Fureidis.' "—Leader. 



Ijow's Popular Library of Favourite Books, each Volnme well- 
printed and handsomely bound, with an Illustration on Steel, from De- 
signs by John Gilbert, H. K. Browne, &c. bs. 



1. The Eye Witness. By Charles 

Allston Collins. 

2. Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 

S. The Dead Secret. By the Same. 
4. Woman in White. By the Same, 
fi. My Lady Ludlow. ByMrs.Gaskell. 



6. Crosscountry. 

bury. 

7. Hide and Seek. 

lins 

8. When the Snow Falls. 

Thomas. 



By Walter Thom- 

By Wilkie Col- 

ByW.M. 



Chiswick Press :—Whittingham and Wilkins, Tooks Court, Chancery Lane. 



r 



